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S H A K E*$ P E ARES, 

SONNETS. 



F Rom faireft creatures we defire increale. 

That thereby beauties Rofe might neuer die. 

But as the riper mould by time deceafe, 

HHis tender heire might beare his memory: 

But thou contracted to thine ownc bright eyes, 
Feed’ft thy lights flame with felfe fubftantiall fewell. 
Making a famine where aboundance lies. 

Thy felfe thy foe,to thy fweet felfe too crucll: 

Thou that art now the worlds frefh ornament, 

- And only herauld to the gaudy fpring. 

Within thine owne bud buried thy content, 

4. And tender chorle makft waft in niggarding: 

Pitty the world, or clfe this glutton be, 

To cate the worlds due,by the graue and thee. 




2 



^“^Hen fortic Winters fhallbefeigc t hy brow. 

And digge deep trenches in thy beauties field. 
Thy youthes proud liuery fo gaz’d on now, 

Wil be a totter’d weed of final worth held: 

Then being askt, where all thy beautic lies, 

» Where all the treafure of thy lufty daies; 

To fay within thine owne deepefunken eyes. 

Were an all-eatingifliame,and thriftleflc praife. 

How much more praife deferu’d thy beauties vie, 
v Ifthou couldft aniwere this faire child of mine 
Shall fum my count,and make my old cxcufe 
Pro© wing his beautic by fucccflion thine, 

8 This 
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This were to be new made when thou art ould, 
And fee thy blood warme when thou fedft it could, 

3 

I Ookein thy glaffe and tell the face thouveweft, 
>No w is the time that face fhould forme an other, 

’ Whofc irefkrepaire ifnoyy thpu not reneweft, 
v Thou (foo d beguile the world, vnblefle fomemother. 
For where is fhe fo &irc whole vn-eard wombe 
Difdaines the tillage of thy husbandry? , 

Or who is he iofondiwill bet he tombe, , 

Of his felfe loue to ifep;po(^rky? 

Thou art thy mothers glafle and fhe in thee. 

Calls backe thcioueJy Apr-ill of her prime. 

So thou through vsdndo wes of thine age fh.alt fee,, 
Difpxght of wrinkles this t}iy goulden time* 

(< But if thou liite mnembred not to be, 

Diefingle and thine Image dies with thee* 

4 

\ ^Nthrifty loueiineffe why doft thou fpend, 

Vpon thy felfe thy beauties legacy? 

Natures bequeft giues nothing but doth lend. 

And being franck file lends to thofe are free: 
i Then beautious nigard why dboft thou abufe, 
i The bountious largefle giuen thee to giue? 

( Proficles vferef why dobft thou vie 

cSo great a fumine of fummes yet can’ft notiiue? 

« For hauing traffike with thy felfe alone, 
cc Thou of thy felfe thy fweet felfe doft deccaue*. 

Then how when nature calls thee to be gone*. 

What acceptable (tAaiit can’ft thou leaiie? 

L Thy vnufd beauty muft be tomb’d wichtHee* 

— t /* It* 1 3 . _ 
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Which .vfed liucs th’cxecucor to be.. 



T Hofe howers that with gentle worke did 'frame, 
The louely. gaze where euery eyedoth dwell 
Will play the tirantsto the v.ery fame j 



And 
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And that vnfaire which fairely doth excell: 

Fot .*euer refting time leads Summer on. 

To hidious winter and confounds him there, 

Sap checkt with froft and luftie leau’s quite gon. 

Beauty ore-fnow’d and barenes euery where. 

Then were not fummers d'lftillation left 
A liquidprifoner pent in walls of glaffe, 

, Beauties cffc6i with beauty were bereft. 

Nor it nor noe remembrance what it was. . 
a But flowers diftil’d though they with winter mcete, 
* t Leefe but their fliow,their fubflance ftill hues fweet, 

6 

T Hen let not winters wragged hand deface. 

In thee thy fummer ere thou be diftil’d : 

,Make fweet fome viall;treafure thou feme place, 

« With beautits treafure ere it be felfe kil’d: 

/That vfe is not ’forbidden vfery . 

Which happies thofe that pay the willing lone; 

, That’s for thy felfe to breed an other thee, 

'‘Or ten times happier be it ten for one, 

* Ten times thy felfe were happier then thou art, 
c If ten of thine ten times refigur’d thee, 

•Then what could death doe if thou fhould’ft depart, 
t Leauing thee liuing in pofterity? 

«• Be not felfe-vvild for thou art much too faire, 

-cTo be deaths conqueft and make iwormes thine heire. 

7 

L Oe in the Orient when the gracious light. 

Lifts vp his burning head, each vnder eye 
Doth homage to his new appearing fight, 

Scruing with lookes his facred irtaiefty. 

And hauing climb’d the fteepe vp hcauenly hill, 
Refembling ftrong youth in his middle age. 

Yet mortall lookes adore his beauty ftill. 

Attending on his goulden pilgrimage: 

But when from high-moft picn with wery car, 

B » 




S H A K E-S P E A R E S 

Like feeble age he reeletb from the day, 

The eyes(fore dutious)now conuerted are 
From his low tra&and looke an other way; 
cSo thou, thy lelfe out-going in thy noon: 

<Vnlok’d on dieft vnlefle thou gecafonne. 

8 

M Vfick to heare,why hcar’B thou mufickfadly, 

Sweets with fwcets warre not , ioy delights in ioy 
Why lou’B thou that which thou receaufl not gladly, 

Gr elfe reccau’B with pleafure thine annoy ? 

Jfthc true concord of welltuned founds. 

By vnions married do offend thme eare, 

They do but fweetly chide thee, who confounds 
In finglenefle the parts that thou fhould-flbeare.* 

Marke how one Bring fweet husband, to an other, 
Strikes each, in each by mutuall ordering; 

Refembljng fier.and child, and happy, mother,. 

Who all in onc,one pleafing note do fing: 

Whofe fpeechlcfle fong being many,feeming one,. 
Sings this to thee thou Bugle wiltproue none. 

9 - 

cT S it for feare to wet a widdowes eye, 

'AThatthou confum’fl thy lelfe infinglelife? 

4 Ahjif thou iffulefle fhalt hap to die, 

(The world will waile thee like amakeleflc wife, 
c The world wilbe thy widdow and Bill weepe, 

< That thou no forme of thee hafl left behind , 

< When euery.priuat widdow well may keepe, 
cBy childrens eyes,her husbands fhape in minde: 
c«r tooke what an vnthrift in the world doth fpend 
• ^ Shifts but his place, for Bill the world inioyes ic 
f ' But beauties waflci hath in the world an end, 

^And kept vnvfde the vfer fb deftroyes it: . 

No loue toward others in that bofome fits 
< c That on himfelfe fiicjb murdxousihame commits, 

10 , 
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, T!Or fhame deny that thou bear’fl louc to any 

< r Who for thy fdfe art fo vnproindent 

< Craunt ifthou wilt, thou art belou d of many, 
t>.. r t h at t hou none lou Bis moil euident: 

For thou art fo poffefl with murdrous hate. 

That gainflthy felfe thou BickB not to confptrc, 

Sfekine that beautious roofe to ruinate 
Which to repaire fliould be thy chiefe defire : _ 

, O change thy thought,that I may change my minde, 
c Shall hate be fairer log d then gentle louc. 
t Be as thy prefence is graci ous and kmd, 

< Gr to thy felfe at leaB kind harted proue, 

< c Make thee an other felfe for louc of me, 
ccThat beauty Bill may liue in thine or thee. 

11 

A SfaB as thou fhalt wane fo faB thou grow’B, 

In one of thine, from that which thou departeB, 

And that frefh bloud which yongly thou beflow fl, 

Thou maifl call thine, when thou from youth conuertcit, 
cHereinliues wifdomc, beauty ,and increafe. 

Without this follie,age,and could decay, 
c If all were minded fo,the times fhould ceafe. 

And thrcefcooreyeare would make the world awav: 

( Let thofe whom nature hath not made for Bore, 
cHarfh,featurele{Te,and rude , barrenly perriflr, 
cLookc whom fire befl indow’d ,fhe gaue the more; 
t Which bountious guift thou fhouldflin bounty cherrifh, 
(( She caru’d thee for her fcale,and ment therby, 
a Thou fhouldfl print more,not let thatcoppy die. 

1.2 

\7\^Hen I doe count the clock thattels the time, 

And fee the braue day funck in hidious night. 
When 1 behold the violet paB prime. 

And fable curls or filucnd ore with white*- 
When lofty trees I feebarren ofleaues, 

Which erB from heat didcanopie the herd 

B i And: 
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And Sommers greenc all girded vp in fheaues 
Borne on the beare with white and briftly beard: 

Cv Then °f thy beauty do I queftior, make 
That thou among the waftcs of time muft goe, 

< '■Since iweets and beauties do them-felues forfake, 
And die as fall as they ice others grow. 

And nothing gainft Times fieth can make defence 
« Saue breca to braue him, when he takes thee hence, 

C CXV m yOU were y° urfeir iiit lone you are 

C a rN ? 1 1 ° n S er y°<*rSjthen you your felfe here liue, 
CAgainit this cumming end you Ihould prepare, 
c c n ‘ y ou riwect femblance to iome other giue. 

So ihould that beauty which you hold in leafe 
rind nodetermination,thenyou were 
You felfe again after your felfcs deceafe. 

When youriwect iflucyour fweet forme ihould beare. 
Wholetsfo fa, re ahoufe fall to decay, 

Which husbandry in honour might vphold. 

Again, t the ftorray gulls of winters ’day 
And barren rage of deaths eternall cold? 

' v n Tn U n Vt l thri , fcSsdcare m y louc you know, 

< You had a Father,let your Son fay fo. 

N Ot from the Bars do I my iudgementplucke, 

And yet me chinkes I haue Aftronomy 
But not to cell ofgood,or euil Jucke, 

O; plagues,of dearths, or feaions quallity. 

Nor can 1 fortune to breefe mynuits toll; 

Pointing to each his thunder raine and winde. 

Or fay with Princes if it ihal go wel 
By oft predia that I in heawen fade. 

• ®ut from thine -eies my kno vvlcdge I* deriue, 1 
And conftant liars in them 1 read fuch art 
c As truth and beautie dial together thriue 
J- uQitt thy felfe, to jftorc thou wouldft conucft: 



Sonnets. 

Or elfe of thee this 1 prognofticatc. 

Thy end isTruthcs and Beauties doomc ana date. 

• 15 

W Hcn I confidcr euery thing that growes 
Holds in perfe&ion but a little moment. 

That this huge ftage prefenteth nought but ihovves 
Whereon the Stars in fecrct influence comment. 

When Iperceiue that men as plants increafe, . 

Cheared and checkt euen by the felfe-fame skie: 

Vaunt in their youthfull lap, at height decreafe, 

And were their braue Bate out of memory. 

Then the conceit of this inconilantftay, 

Sets you moft rich in youth before my fight. 

Where waftfull time debateth with decay < 

To change your day of youth to fullied night, 

.And all in war with Time forloue of you 

v As he takes from you, I ingraft you new . 

1 6 

B Vt wherefore do not you a mightier waie 
Make warre vppen this bloudic tirant time? I 
And fortifie your- lcife in your decay 
With meancs more blefled then my barren rime?. 

Now Hand you on the top ofhappie houres. 

And many maiden gardens yet vnfet. 

With yertuous wifi, would beare your liuing flowers 
Much liker then your painted counterfeit: 

So Ihould the lines of life that life repaire 
Which this (Times p enfel or my pupill pen ) 

Neither in inward worth nor outward faire 
Gan make you liue your felfe in eics of men, 

< To ginc away your felfe, keeps your felfe ftill, 

- And yeu muft hue drawnc by your owne fweet skill,. 

7 

VTXT'Ho will beleeuc my rerfe in time to come 
v If it were fild with your m.oft high deferts? 

B'4, 
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Though yet heauen knowes it is but as a tombe 
Which hides your life , and flhewes not halfe your parts; 
f Ifl could write the beauty of your eyes, 
c And in frefh numbers number all your graces, 

< The age to come would fay this Poet lies, 

*■ Such heaucnly touches nere toucht earthly faces. 

So rhould my papers (yellowed with their age) 

Be fcorn’d,like old men of lefle truth then tongue. 

And your true rights be termd a Poets rage, w 
And ftrctchcd miter of an Antique fbng.° 

C But were fome childe of yours aliue that time, 

^ You fliould liue twi/e in it,and in my rime 

S 18. 

Hall I compare thee to a Summers day? 

Thou art more louely and more temperate: 

Rough vvindes dofhake the darling buds of Maie, 

And Sommers leafe hath all coo iliort a date: 

Sometime too hot the eye of heauen fliines. 

And often is his gold complexion dimm’d. 

And euery faire from faire fome-time declines. 

By chance, or natures changing courlc vntrim d; 

But thy eternall Sommer fhall not fade. 

Nor loofe pofleffion of that faire thou ow’ft, 

Nor fhall death brag thou wandrft in his (bade. 

When in eternall lines to time thou grow’ft, 

( So long as men can breath or eyes can fee, 

* So long Hues this,and this giucs life to thee, 

D _ 19 

Euouring time blunt thou the Lyons pawes. 

And make the earth deuoure her owne fweet brood, 
Pluckc the keenc teeth from the fierce Tygers yawc s, 

And burne the long liu’d Pharnix in her blood. 

Make glad and forty fcafons as thou fleet’ft. 

And do what ere thou wilt fwife-footed' time 
To tne wide world and all her fading fweecs: 

But I forbid thee one mo ft hainous crime, 



0 



S O N N ^ T S* 

O carue not with thy howers my loues faire brow. 

Nor draw hoe lines there with thine antique pen. 

Him in thy courfe vntajnted doc allow, 
for beauties patterne to iuccedinp men. 
t Yet doe thy worft ould Time difpight thy wrong, 
*My loue fhall in my verfe eucr liue young. 

20 

A Womans face with natures owne hand painted^ 
Hafte thou the Matter Mitfris of my paflion, 

A womans gentle hart but not acquainted 
With flVifting change as is faife womens fa ini on. 

An eye more bright then theirs, lefle falfe in rowling: 
Gilding the obieft where- vpon it gazeth, 

A man in hew all Hews in his cc ntrowjing. 

Which fteales mens eyes and womens foules amaleth. 
And for a woman vyert thou firft created. 

Till nature as {he wrought thee fell a dotinge. 

And by addition me of thee defeated. 

By adding one thing to my purpofe nothing. 

( But fince fhe prickt thee out for womens plealure, 
c Mine be thy loue and thy loues vfe their treafure, 

21 

S O is it not with me as with that Mufe, 

Stird by a painted beauty to his verfe, 

Who heauen it felfc for ornament doth vfe. 

And eucry faire with his faire doth reherfc, 

Making a coopelment of proud compare 
vyith Sunnc and Moone,with earth and Teas rich gems: 
With Aprills firft borne flowers and all things rare. 
That heauens ayre in this huge rondure hems, 

O let me true in loue but truly write. 

And then beleeue me, my loue is as faire. 

As any mothers childe, though notfo bright 
As thofe gould candellsfixt in heauens ayer.* 
t Let them fay more that like ofheare-fay well, 

* I will not prayfe that purpofe not to fell, 

c 



M Y glade Avail not perfwade me I am ould, 
So long as youth and thou are of one date, 
But when in thee times forrweslbehould, 

Then look 1 death my daies fhould expiate,, 

For all that beauty that doth couerthee, 

Is but the fccmely rayment of my heart, 

Whicrrin thy bred doth liue, as thine in me. 

How can I then be cider then thou art? 

© therefore loue be of thy ielfe fo wary. 

As I not for my ielfe, but for thee will, 

Bearing thy heart which I vsdlTkcepefo chary 
As tender nurfe her babe from faring ill. 

Prefume not on thy heart when mine is flame, 
Thou gau ft me thine not to giue backe againe. 



A ?? 

s anvnperfe^aAoronthejffagei . 

Who w ith his feare is put befides his part; 

Or fome fierce thing repleat with too much rage ; 
Whofe ftrengths abondance weakens his owne heart ? % 
So I for feare of truff, forget to fay, 

The perfect ceremony of loues right. 

And in mine owne loues ftrength feeme to decay, 
Ore-chaig’d with burthen of mine owne loues might; 
tG let my books be then the eloquence, 

<And domb prefagers of my fpeaking breft, 

< Who pleade forloue,and look for recompence, 

*More then that tonge that more hath more expreft. 

«0 learne to read what lilent loue hath writ, 

<-To heare wit eies belongs to loues fine vviht, 

24 

Inc eye hath play’d the painter and hath fteeldj 
ItJ 1 hy beauties forme in table ofmy heart. . 

My body <s the f. ame wherein ti’s held, 

Audperipe 6 tiue it is beff Painters art. 

For throug! » the Painter muft you fee his skill. 









S o N'NBT'S. 

To finde where your true Image pi&ur dlles. 

Which in my bofomes fhop is hanging ftil, 

That hath his windowes glazed v\ ith thine eves: 

Now fee what good-turncs eyes for eies haue done. 

Mine eyes hauedrawne thy fhape,and thine forme 
A re windowes to my bred, w here-through the Sun 
Delights to peepe,to gaze therein on thee 
cYet eyes this cunning want to grace their art 
cThey draw but what they fec,k now not thcharfo 

2 5 

C T Et thofe who are in fauor with their ftars, 

< JL - Ofpublike honour and proud titles bod, 
c\\ hiltt 1 w home fortune of fiich tryumph bars * 

* Vnlookt for ioy in that I honour mod; 

a Great Princes fauorites their faire leaues fpread^ 
c But as the Marygold at the funs eye, 

< And in them-lelues their prid : lies buried, 

< For at a frownc they in their glory die,, 
a Tne'painefull warrier famofed for worth* 
c A fter a thoufand vi&ories once foild, 
v Is from the bookc of honour rafed quite, 
t And all the red forgot for w hich he coilds 

cc Then happy Ithatloucandambeloued 
c Where I may not remoue,nor be remoued 0 
2 6 

c T Ord of my loue, to whome in raffalage 

< JL^Thymerrithachmy dutieftrongly knit* 

( To thee I fend this written ambaflage 

< To witnefle duty, not to (hew my wit* 

4 Duty fo great, w hich wit fo poore as mine 

May make feeme bare,in wanting words to fhew itj 
But that I hope fome good conceipt of thine 
{.In thy foulcs thoughtf all naked,) will beftow it: 

Til whatfoeuer ftar that guides my mouing. 

Points on me gratioufly with faire afpeft. 

And puts apparrcli on my tottered lowing, 

c 2 r® 
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To fliow me worthy of their Iweet rcfpcifl, 
c Then may I dare to boaft how I doe loue thee, 
c Til then, not fhow my head where thou maid prouepie 

27 

W Ear y with toylejhaft me to my bed , 

Thedearercpofefor lims with trauaill tired. 

But then begins aiourny in my head 

To vvorkc my mind, when boddics work’s expired. 

For then my thou ;hts(from far where I abide) 

Intend a zelous pilgrimage to thee. 

And keepe my drooping eye-lids open wide,. 

Looking on darknes which the birnd doe fee. 

Sane that itiv foules imaginary fight 
Prefen ts their fhackloc to my fightles view. 

Which like a iewellfhunge in gafily night) 

Mak es black-c night beaucious,and her old face new, 

< Loe thus by day my lims, by night my mind, 
c For thee, and for my felfe,noe quiet finde. 

28 

H Ow can I thenreturne in happy plight 
That am debard the benifit ofre: ? 

( When daies oppreflion is not eazd by night, 

4 But day by night and night by day oprclh 
And each(though enimes to ethers raigne ) 

Doe in confent fiiake hands to torture me. 

The one by to) le,the other to complaine 
How far 1 toyle, Hill farther offfrom thee. . 

I tell the Day to plcafe him thou art bright, 

And oo’ll him grace when clouds doe bloc the heauen: 

So flitter I the fwart complcxiond night, 

/ W«ien fpaikling ftars twire not thou guifft th 5 eauen. 

C But day doth daily draw my forrowes longer, (flronger 
i And night doth nightly make greefes length feeme 

29 

\7\7Hcn in difgrace with Fortune and mens eyes, 

Y y I all alone beyveepe my out-caft Bate, 

Aid 
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Ami trouble deafeheauen with my booUeffc cries, 
And looke vpon my felfe and .curie my 
, W.fbing me like to one more rich in hope. 

Featur’d like him, like him with friends polk , 

. Defiling this mans art, and that mans skope, 

‘with w hat I moft inioy contented 

Yet in there thoughts my felfe almoft de pi • B , 
Hanlyc I thinke on thee, and then my (late, 

/Like to the Larke at breake of daye arifingj 
From fullen earth lings himns at Heauens gate, _ 
c For thy fwcet louc remembred fuch wclthbni , 
C That then I skornc to change my ftate with Kings. 

30 

\ 7 \ 7Hen to the Scflions oflweet filent thought, 

V » 1 fommonvp remembrance of things palt, 

T fioh the lacke of many a thing I fought. 

And with old woes new waile my dearc times walk; 
Then can I drowne an eye(vn-vl’d to flow) 

For precious friends hid in deaths datcles mgnt, 

And weepe a frefh loues longfince canceld 1 w/oe, 
And mone th’expcnce of many avanmfht light.. 
Then can 1 greeue at greeuances fore-gon. 

And heauily from woe to woe tell ore 
The fad account of fore-bemoned mone, 

Which I new pay as if not payd before. 

< But if the w hile I thinke on thee ( dcare friend} 
t Ail lofles are reftord,and forrowes end. 

3 1 

PT^hy bofome is indcared with all hearts, 

1 Which I by lackin g hauc fuppoled dead. 

And there raignes Loue and all Loues louing parts. 
And a'l thofe friends which I thought buried. 

How many a holy and obfequious teare 
Hath deare religious loue ftolne from mine eye. 

As inccrcft of the dead, which now appeare, 

5 But tilings remou d tuat hidden in there lie. 
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THom art the graue where buried loue doth Hue, 

H ang with the tropheis of my Jouers gon. 

Who all their parts of me to thee did giue. 

That due of many, now is thine alone. 

* Their images I loud, I view in thee, 
i And thou(all they}haft all the all of me, 

1 32 
F thou liiruiue my well contented daie, 

When thatchurle death my bones with duft lhall couer 
And (halt by fortuneonce more rc-furuay: 

Thele poore rude lines of thy deceafea Louer: 

Compare them with the bett ring of the time. 

And though they be out-ftript by euery pen, 

Referue them for my loue, not for their rime, 

Exceeded by the hight of happier men. 

Oh then voutfafemebut this louing thought. 

Had my friends Mufc growne with this growing age, 

A deat cr birth then this his loue had brought ° 

To march in ranckes of better equipage: 
c But fince he died and Poets better proue, 
t Theirs for their Me ile read, his for his loue. 
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F V1I many a glorious morning haue I feene, 

Flatter the mountainetops with foueraine eie. 
Killing with golden face the meddowes greene; 
Guildingpalc ftreames with heauenly alcumy: 

Anon permit the baled doudes to ride. 

With ougly rack on his celeftiall face. 

And from the for-!orne world his vilagc hide 
Stealing vn'eene to weft with this dsfgracc: 

Euen fo my Sunne one early mornc did Ihine, 

With all triumphant fplendor on my brow. 

But out alack, he was but one hourc mine. 

The region cloude hath mask’d him from me now, 
c Yet him for this, my loue no whit difdaineth. 

Suits of the world may ftaine,whc heauens fun ftaioteh, 

34 
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Y 7Y 7Hy didft thou promife fuch a beautious day, 

V V And make me trauaile forth without my cloake, 
To let bace doudes ore-take me in my way, 

Hiding thy brau’ry in their rotten fmoke. 
r Tis not enough that through the cloude thou breaks* 
c jo d r y the raine on my ftorme-beaten face, 
c For no man well of fuch afa’ue can fpeake, 
t That hcalcs the wound, and cures not the diigrace: 

< Nor can thy fhame giue phificke to my 
C Though thou repent , yet I haue ftill the lofle, 

C Th’offenders forrow lends but weake reliefe 
L To him that beares the ftrong effenfes Ioffe. 

( Ah but thofeteares are pearle which thy loue ihec Js, 

c And they are rkch,and ranfome all ill deeds. - 

35' : 

( IL Tb more^ee grteu d at that which thou haft done* 
if |\| Roles haue themes, and filuer fountainesmud, 

1 Cloudes and cclipfes ftaine both Moone and Sunne, 

* And loathfome cankei hues in fweeteft bud. 

Ail men make faults, and eucn 1 in this, 

Authoi izingrhy trefpas with compare* 

My felfc corrupting faluing thy amiffe, 

Excufing their fins more then their fins arc: ' 

For to thy fenfuall fault I bring in fence. 

Thy aduerfe party is thy Aduocate, 

And gainft my felfe a lawful] plea commence. 

Such ciuili w ar is in my loue and hate. 

That l an acceflary needs mull be, 

To that fwrect thcefe which fourely robs from 

3* 

L Et me confefie that we two muft be twaine. 

Although our vndeuided loues arc one: 

So fhall thofc blots that do with me remainc. 

Without thy helpe , by me be borne alone. 

In ourtwo loues there is but one rcljn&£> 
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Though in our Hues a feperable fpight. 

Which though it alter not loucs foie effe<ft. 

Yet doth it fteale fweet houres from Ioues ddighj, 

I may not eucr-morc acknowledge thee, 

Lcaft my bewailed guilt fliould do thee fhame. 

Nor thou with publike kindnefle honour me, 

Vhlefle thou take that honour from thy name: 

But doe not fo,Il®uc thee in fuch fort, 

As thou being mine, mine is thy good report, 

'll 

A S a decrepit father takes delight, 

To fee his aftiue childc do deeds of youth, 
f So I , made lame by Fortunes deareft fpight 
<Take all my comfort of thy worth and truth. 
f For whether beauty ,birth,or wealth, or wit, 

<Or any of thefe all,or alI,or more 
rlntitlcd in theirparts,do crowned fir, 

< I make my loue ingrafted to this ftore: 

So then I am not lame, poore, nor difpifd, 

Whilft that this Ih ado w doth fuch fubflance giuc. 

That I in thy abundance am fuffic’d. 

And by a part of all thy glory Hue: 

Looke what is beft,that beft I wilh in thee. 

This wilhl haue,then ten times happy me. 

H Ow can my Mule want lubietfi: to inuent 

While thou doft breath that poor’ll: into my verfe, 
Thine ownelweet argument,to excellent. 

For euery vulgar paper to rehearfe: 

Oh giue thy felfe the thankes if ought in me. 

Worthy perufal Hand againll thy fight, 

( For who’s lb dumbe that cannot write to thee, 
c When thou thy felfe doft giue invention light? 

Be thou the tenth Mufc,ten times more in worth 
Then thofe old nine which rimers inuocatc. 

And he that calls on thee, let him bring forth 

Eternal! 
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Eternal numbers to out-liue long date. _ 

If my flight Mufe doe pleafe thefecunous daies. 
The paine be mine,but thineihal be the prai e. 

O H how thy worth with manners may 1 finge, 
When thou art all the better part of 1 me. . 

What can mine ownc praife to mine owne felfe bring; 
And what is’t but mine owne w hen I praife thee, 
Euen for this.let vs deuided Hue, 

And our deare louc loofe name of fingle one. 

That by this Operation I may giue: 

That due to thee which thou deferu ft alone: 

( Oh abfence what a torment wouldft thou prouc, 

(. Were it not thy foure leifure gaue fweet leaue, 

, To entertaine the time with thoughts of loue, _ 

. VVnich time and thoughts fo fweetly doft decerue. 
And that thou teacheft how to make one twame. 
By praifing him here who doth hence remaine. 

T Ake all my !oucs,my loue, yea take them all, 

What haft thou then more then thou hadlt before. 
No loue, my loue, that thou maift true loue call, 

AH mine was thine, before thou hadft this more; 

Then iffor my loue, thou my loue receiueft, 

I cannot blame thee, for. my loue thou vfeft. 

But yet be blam’d,if thou this felfe deceaucft 
B y wilfull tafte of what thy felfe refufeft. 

I doe forgiue thy robb’rie gentle theefe 
Although thou fteale thec all my pouertys 
And yet loue kno wes it is a greater griefc . ^ 

Tobeare loues wrong 3 thcn hares knowne iniury. 

< Lafciuious gracc,in whom all il weffhowes, 

< Kill me with fpights yet we muft not be foes. 

4 1 

< Hole pretty wrongs that liberty commits, 

, 1 When I am fomc-timc abfent from thy heart, 
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Thy beautie,and thy yeares full well befirs. 

For (till temptation followes where thou art. 

Gentle thou art.and therefore to be wonne, 

Beautious thou art,thereforetobc aflailed. 

And when a woman woes, what womans fonne. 

Will fourely leaue her till he haue preuailed. 

Aye me, but yet thou mighlt my (cate forbeare, 

And chide thy beauty and thy (traying youth. 

Who lead thee in their ryot euen there 
Where thou art ford to breake a two-fold truth; 

Hers by thy beauty tempting her to thee. 

Thine by thy beautie beeing falfe to me. 

T 41 

Hat thou hadheritisnot allmygriefe. 

And yet it may be (aid I lou’d her deerely, 

• That (he hath thee is of my waylin<* chcefe, * 
c A lode in Iouc that touches me more neerely. 

Louing offendors thus I will excufe yee, 

Thou dood Iouc her,becaufe thou knowd lloue her* 

And for my fake euen fo doth (lie abufe me, 

SufFringmy friend for my faketo approoue her. 

If I loofc thee, my lode is my Ioues game, 

Andloofing her,my friend hath found that Ioffe, 

Both finde each other, and I loofe both twaine, * 

And both for my fake lay on me this erode, 
c But here’s the ioy,my friend and I are one, 
c Swecte flattery,thcn fhe loucs but me alone. 

45 

W Hcn moft 1 winIce then tJoe uiine eyes bed fee. 

For all the day they view things vnrefpe&ed. 

But when I flecpe,in dreames they lookc on thee. 

And darkely bright, are bright in darfce dire&ed.’ 

Then thou whoie fhaddow fhaddowes doth make bright. 
How would thy fhaddwes forme,forme happy (how. 

To t he clcere day with thy much cleerer li°hr. 

When to vn-feeing eyes thy (hade (hincs & ? * 
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How would (l fayjtnine eyes be bleffed made. 

By looking on thee in the liutng day? 

When in dead night their fatre imperfcaihade. 

Through heauy deepe on fightlede eyes doth day? 

All dayes arc nights to fee till I lee thee, 

And nights bright daics when dreams do (hew thee me* 
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I F the dull fubdance of my flefli were thought. 
Injurious didance ftiould not dop my way. 

For then difpigh? of fpace l would be brought. 

From limits farre remote, w here thou ciooli Itay, 

No matter then although my foote did dand 
Vpon the fartlied earth remoou u from thee, 
Fornimble thought can iumpe both fea and land. 

As foone as thinke the place where he would be. 

But ah, thought kills me that I am not thought 
To leape large lengths of miles when thou art gone, 
Buc thatfo much of earth and water wrought, 

I mud attend,times leafurc with my mone. 

Recciuing naughts by elements fo floe. 

But heauie tearcs,badges of eithers woe. 



T He other two,flight ayre,and purging fire. 

Are both with- thee, where cuer 1 abide* 

Thefirftmy thought, the other my defire, 

Thcfe prefent abfent with fwift motion Aide, 

For when thefc quicker Elements are gone 
In tender Embaflic of loue to thee. 

My life being made of foure,with two alone, 

Sinkes downe to death, opprelt with melanthojjc* 

Vhtili lines compofition be recur ed. 

By chofc fwift meffengers return d from thee. 

Who euen but now come back againe aflured. 

Of their faire health, recounting it to me. 

This told, I 'oy,but then no longer glad, 

1 fend them back againe and ftraight grow fad* 

0 Da Mint 




V4 I ne eye and heart are at a mortal! warre, ' 

A ▼ .A How to deuide the conqueft of thy fight, 
Mine eye,ray heart their pi&ures fight would barre. 
My heart,mine eye the freecdome of that right. 

My heart doth plead that thou in him dooftlyc, 

(A clofet neuer pearft with chridall eyes) 

But the defendant doth that plea deny, 

And fayes in him their faire appearance lyes. 

' ' ipannelled 

A queft of thoughts, all tennants to the heart, 



To fide this tide is imj 

And by their verdift is determined 
The cleere eyesmoyitie,and the dearc hearts part. 
As thus, mine eyes due is their outward part. 
And my hearts right,their inward louc of heart. 

47 

TDEcwixt mine eye and heart a league is tooke. 

And each doth good turnes now vnto the other. 
When that mine eye is famifht for a looke. 

Or heart in loue with fighes himfelfe dothfmotherj 
With my loues pi&ure then my eye doth fcaft. 

And to the painted banquet bids my heartj 
An other time mine eye is my hearts gueft, 

And in his thoughts of loue doth fiharc apart. 

So either by thy pifture or my loue. 

Thy feife away,areprefent dill with me. 

For thou nor farther then my thoughts canft moue. 
And lam dill with them,and they with thee. 

Or if they fleepe, thy pi&ure in my fight 
Awakes my heart, to hearts and eyes delight. 

48 

H Ow carefull was I whenl tooke my way. 

Each trifle vnder trued barres to thruft, 

That to my vfe it might vn-vfed day 
From hands offalfehood,in fure wards oftruft ? 
'But thou,to whom my iewcls trifles are. 
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( Mod worthy comfort, now my greated griefe, 
f Thou bed of decred,and mine onely care, 
t Art left the pi ey of encry vulgar theefe. 

^Thee haue 1 not loekt vp in ar.y chcfl. 

Sane where thou art not, though I feele thou art, 
Within the gentle clofu’ e of my bred , 

From whence at pleafure thou maid come and part, 
And euen thence thou wilt be dolne I feare. 

For truth prooues theeuifh for a prixe fo deare. 

* 4 9 

A Cainfl that time ( if euer that time come ) 
When I /hall fee thee frow'ne on my defedls. 
When as thy loue hath cad his vtmofl fumme, 

Cauld to that auditeby aduif’d refpedfs, 

Againd that time when thou fh? It drangely pafle. 
And fcarcely greete me with that funne thine eye, 
When loue conuerted from the thing it was 
Shall reafons finde of fetled grauitie. 

Againd that time do I infconce me here 
Within the knowledge of mine owne defart. 

And this my hand,againd my feife vpreare. 

To guard the lawful! reafons on thy part, 
ft To leaue poore me, thou had the drength oflawes 
If Since whytoloue,Ican allcdge no caufe. 

5 ° 

H Ow heauie doe I iourney on the way, 

When whacl feeke (my wearie trauels end^ 
Doth teach that eafe and that repofe to lay 
Thus farre the miles arc meafurde from thy friend. 
The bead that beares me, tired with my woe, 

Plods duly on,to beare that waight in me. 

As if by fome indindf the wretch did know 
His rider lou’d not fpced being made from thee: 

The bloody fpurre cannot prouoke him on. 

That fome-times anger thruds Into his hide, ' 
Which heauily he anfwcrs with a grone, 

D 3 
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More fharpe to me then (purring to his fide. 

For that fame grone doth put this in my mind, 

My greefe lies onward and my ioy behind, 

T Hus can my loue cxcufe the flow offence, 

Ofmy dull bearer,when from thee 1 (peed, 

Frorri where thou art.why fhoulld I haft me thence. 

Till I rctumc of porting is noe need. 

O what cxcufe will my poore beaft then find. 

When fwift extremity can leeme but flow, « 

Then fihould 1 Ipurre though mounted on the wind. 

In winged (peed no motion (hall 1 knovv. 

Then can no horle with my delire keepe pace. 

Therefore defiref of perfects loue being made^ 

Shall naigh noe dull flefli in his fiery race. 

But loueftor loue, thus fliall excufe my iade. 

Since from thee going. he went wilfull flow. 

Towards thee ile run,and giue himleaue to goe. 

S O am I as the rich whofe ^lefled key, 

Can bring him to his fweet vp-locked treafure, 

The which he w ill not eu’ry hower furuay. 

For blunting the fine point of feldomeplcafurc. 

C Therefore are feafts lb follemne and fo rare. 

Since fildom comming in the long yeare let, 
cLike ftones of worth they thinly placed are, .•*. 

Or captaine Ievvells in tire carconet. 

So is the time that keepes you as my cheft. 

Or as the ward-robe which the robe doth hide. 

To make fome lpeciall inftant lpeciall bleft. 

By new vnfoulding his imprilbn’d pride. 

Blcfled are you whole worthinelfe giucs skope. 

Being had to tryumph,being lackt to hope. 

^TZX/Hat is your fubftancc, whereof are you made, 

( ' V That millions of ftrange flraddowes on you tend? 

Since 
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r Since euery one, hath euery orie,one fliade, 

< And you but one, can euery fhaddow lend: 

Pcfcribe adonis and the counterfet, 

Is poorcly immitated after you, 

Gn Hellens cheeke all art ofbeautie fetj 
And you in Grecian tires are painted new: 

Speake of the fpring,and foyzon of the yeare^ 

The one doth fliaddow of your beautie fhow, 

The other as your bountie doth appeare* 

And you in euery bleffed fhape we know. 

In all extcrnall grace you haue feme part* 

But you like none, none you for conftant heart, 

*4 

O H how much more doth beautie beautious feeme., 
By that fweet ornament which truth doth giue, 

( The Rofe lookes faire, but fairer we it deerne 
<. For that fweet odor,w hich doth in it liuc: 

The Canker bloomcshauc full as deepc a die, 

As the perfumed tinfturc of the Roles* 

Hang on fuch thornes,and play as wantonly, 

When fommers breath their masked buds difclofeS? 

But for their virtue only is their fhow. 

They liue vnwoo’d, and vnrcfpcfted fade. 

Die to themfclues . Sweet Roles doe not foy 
Gf their fweet deathes, are fweetefl odors made: 

And fo of yoUjbeautious and lonely youth, 

When that lball vade,by verfe diftils your truth* 



N Ot marble, nor the guilded monument, 

OfPrineesfhall out-liue this powrefull rimej 
But you fhall /hine more bright In thefe contents 
Then vnfwept ftone, befmeer'd with fluttifh time* 

When waftefull warre fhall Statues oucr-turne. 

And broiles rcote out the worke of mafonry. 

Nor A ars his fword, nor warres quick fire fliall burne i 
The liuingTccordofyour memory* 

G ain ft 
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Gainft death,and all obliuious emnity 

Shall you pace forth, your praile fha:l ftil finde roome, 

Euen in the eyes of all pofterity 

That weare this world out to the ending doome. 

So til the iudgemcnt that your felfe arife. 

You liue in this,and dwell in louers cics. 

S 6 ; 

S vyeet loue renew thy force , be it not faid 
Thy edge fhould blunter be then apetitc. 

Which but too daie by feeding is alaied. 

To morrow fharpned in his former might. 

So loue be thou,although too daie thou fill 

Thy hungrie cies,euen till they wlnck withfulnefie, 

Too morrow fee againe,and doc not kill 
The fpirit of Loue,with a perpetual dulneffc: 

Let this fad Intrim like the Ocean be 

Which parts the fhore, where two contra&ed new. 

Come daily to the banckes,thac when they fee.- 
Returneof loue,more blefl may be the view. 

As cal it Win ter, which being ful of care. 

Makes Somers welcome, thrice more wifh'd,morcrareJ 

57 

C T> Eing your flauc what fhould I doe but tend, 

( ID Vpon the houres,and times of your defire? 

( I haue no precious time at al to fpend; • > 

( Nor feruices to doe til you require. 

Nor dare I chide the world without end houre, 

Whilft I (my foueraine)watch the clock for you. 

Nor thinke the bitterneffe of abfence fowrc. 

When youhaue bid your feruant onceadieue. 

Nor dare Iqueftion with my iealious thought. 

Where you may be,qr your affaires fuppofe. 

But like a fad flaue flay and thinke of nought 
Saue where you are , how happy you make thole. 

, So true a foole is louc,that in your Will, 

, {Though you doe any thing)he thinkes no ilL 
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T Hat God forbid, that made me firft your flaue, 

I fhould in thought controule your times of plcafure. 
Or at your hand ch’ account of hourcs to craue, 

Being your vaffail bound to flaie your leilure. 

Oh let me fuffer(being at your beck) 

Th’ imprifon’d abfence of your libertie. 

And patience tame,to fufferance bide each check,. 
Without accufing you ofiniury 
Be where you lift, your charter is fo ftrong. 

That you your felfe, may priudedge your time 
To what you will,to you it doth belong. 

Your felfe to pardon of felfe-doing crime. 

I am to waite, though waiting fo be hell, 

; Not blame your plcafure be it ill or well. 

59 

I F their bee nothing new x but that which is, 

Hath beene before , how. are our braincs bcguild^ 
Which laboring forinuention beare amifle 
The fecond burthen of a former child ? 

Oh that record could with a back-ward lookc, 

Euen offiue hundreth courfes oftheSunne, , 

Show me your image in fome antique bookc. 

Since minde at firft in carre&er was done. 

That I might fee what the old world could fay. 

To this compofed wonder of your frame. 

Whether we are mended, or where better they. 

Or whether reuolution be the fame. 

Oh fure I am the wits of former daies. 

To fubiedts worfehaue giuen admiring praile* 

L ike as the waues make towards the pibled fhore, 

So do our minuites haften to their end. 

Each changing place with that which goes before^ 
Infequenttoile all forwards do contend. 

Natiuity once in the maine of light. 
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Crawlc&to mat u iity,wh er e vyi th being crown'd. 
Crooked cdipfes gain ft hi; glory fight, 

Aiid time that gnie.doth now his gift confound. 
Time doth tranffixe the ftorifh fet on youth. 

And delues the paralels in beauties brow, 

Feedcs on the rarities of natures truth, 

And nothing ftands but for his fietn to mow.' 

And yet to times in hopc,my verfc fhall ftand 
Praiiing thy worth/lifpighc his cruell hand. 

6 1 

I S it thy w if, thy Image fhould keepeopen 
My heauy eie'ids tothe weary night? 

Doft thou aefire my flumbers fhould be broken. 
While fhado wes Lite to thee do mocke my fight? 

Is it thy fpirit that thou iencfft from thee 
S o farre from home into my deeds to prye, 

To find out fhames and idlehoures in me. 

The skope and tenure of thy Ieloufie? 

O no, thy loue though much, is not fo great, 

Jt is my loue that keepes mine eie awake. 

Mine ovvne true loue that doth my reft defeat. 

To plaic the watch-mar. euer for thy fake. 

For thee watch !,whi!ft thou doft wake el fe where. 
From me farre of, with others all to ncere, 

6z 

S Inne offelfe-loue pofleffethal mine eie. 

And all my foule,and al my euery partj 
And for this finne there is no remedie, 

1 It is fo grounded inward in my heart. 

Me thinkes no face fo gratious is as mine. 

No fhape fo true,no truth of fuch account. 

And for my felfe mine owne worth do define. 

As I all other in all worths furmount. 

But when my glaffc fibewes me my felfe indeed 
Seated and chopt with tand antiquitie, 

Mine owne felfe lone quite contrary I read 



Selfe 
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£elfe,fo felfe Iouing were iniquity, 

T’is thee(my felfe)that for my felfe I praiie. 

Painting my age with beauty of thy daies, 

A Gainft my loue fhall be as I am now 

With times iniurious hand chrufht and ore-worne, 
When houres haue dreind his blood and fild his brow 
With lines and wrincles,when his youthfull morne 
Hath trauaild on to Ages fteepie night. 

And all thofe beauties whereof now he’s King 
Are vanifhing,or vanifht out of fight. 

Stealing away the treafure of his Spring. 

For fuch a time do 1 nowfortifie 
Againft confounding Ages cruell knife. 

That he fhall neuer cut from memory 
My fwcct loues beauty, though my louers life. 

His bcautie fhall in thefe blatke lines be feene, i 
And they fhall liue , and he in them Hill greene, 

<5 4 

W Hen I haue feene by times fell hand defaced 
The rich proud coft of outworne buried agjj, 
When fometime loftie towers I fee downe rafed. 

And brafle eterriall flaue to mortall rage. 

When I haue feene the hungry Ocean gaine 
Aduantage on the Kingdome of the fhoare. 

And the firme foile win of the watry maine, 

Increafing ftore with loffc,and Ioffe with ftore. 

When 1 haue feene fuch interchange offtatc, 
c Or ftate it felfe confounded, to decay, 

Ruine hath taught me thus to ruminate 
That Time will come and take my loue away. 

This thought is as a death which cannot choofe 
But weepe to haile,that which it fearcs to loofe. 

<*5 . j n/i 

C Ince brafle, nor ftone,nor earth,nor boundkfle lea, 

^ But fad mortality ore-fwaies their power* 

‘ Er How 
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•< How with this rage flaall bqautie-hold a plea, 
c Whole a&ionis n^ifhonger.thctra flower?- 
O how fhall fummers hunny breath hold out, 

Againft the wrackfull hedge ofbattring dayes. 

When rocks impregnable are not fo Route , 

Nor gates of ltecle To ftrong'but time decayes? 
Ofearefidlmcditatioh,wherealaek,:> 

Shall times beft Iewell from fimesc-lvefl’ lie hrd ? 

Or what Rrong hand can hold his lyyrft foote back, , 

Or who his fpoile or beautie can forbid ?- 
O none,vnleffe this miracle haue might. 

That in black inck my loue may Rill Ihinc bright, 

66 - 

T Yr’d with all thefe for reRfull death I cry* 

As to behold defert a begger borne. 

And needie-Nothing trimd in iollitie. 

And pureflfaith vnhappilyforfworne. 

And gilded honor fhamcfully milplaR, 

And maiden vertue rudely {trumpeted. 

And right perfection wrongfully difgrac’d, ; 
Andflrength by limping fway difabled, 

And arte made tung-tide by authoritie. 

And Folly (Doctor-like ) controuling skill, 

And fimple-Truth mifealde Simplicitie, 

And captiue-good attending Captainc ill. 

Tyr’d with all thefe, from theft: would I be gone, 
Saue that to dye, I leaue my loue alone. 

67 . 

[ A H wherefore with infection Ihould he liue, 
Jl\.And with his pretence grace impietie. 

That finne by him aduantage Ihould atchiue. 

And lace itfelfe with his focietie ? 

Why fhould falfe painting immitate his cheekcy 
And fleale dead feeing of his liuing hew? . 
Whyfl^ul^pooreheaUtie indiretly feeke* 
Rof^offlnddow/ittce hisifofeis trues*’ h ( 'l w l 
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Whv fhould he liue, now nature banckrout is, 

Becraerd ofblood to blulh through liuely vames, 

Forftie hath no exchccker now but his, 

A nd proud of many, lines vpon his games? 

O him flhe flores,to {how what welch Ihe had. 

In daies long fince, before thefe laR lo bad. 

68 

T Hus is his cheeke the map of daies out-worne, 

When beauty liu d and dy’ed as flowers do now. 
Before thefe baftard fignes of fake were borne, 

OrdurRinhabit on aliuingbrowi 

Before the goulden trefles of the dead, 

The right of fepulchcrs,were {home away, 

To liue a fcond life on fecond head, 

Ere beauties dead fleece made another gay: 

In him thofe holy antique howers are feene, 

Without all ornamentjitfelfe and true. 

Making no fummer of an others greene. 

Robbing no ould to drefle his beauty new. 

And him as for a map doth Nature ftore, 

Tolhew faulfe Art what beauty was of yore. 

69 

XHofe parts of thee that the worlds eye doth view, 

A Want nothing that the thought of hearts can mend 
All toungs(the voice of {oulcs)giue thee that end, 
Vctring bare truth, cuen fo as foes Commend. 

Their outward thus with outward praife is crownd. 

But thofe fame toungs that giue thee fo thine owne, 

In other accents doc this praife confound 
By feeing farther then the eye hath fhowne. 

They looke into the beauty of thy mind. 

And that in guefle theymeafure by thy deeds, 

Then churls their thoughts(althbugh their eies were Kir 
To thy faire flower ad therancke fmell of w,eeds. 

But why thy odor mitchetb not thy flaow, ' 

The folye is-this,that thou dock common grow.. 

E 3 
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T Hat thou are blam’d ("hall not be thy defctft. 

For (landers marke was euer yet the faire. 

The ornament of beauty is fufpetft, 

A Crow that flies in heauens fweetcft ayre. 

So thou be good, (lander doth but approue, 

Their worth the greater beeing woo a of time, 

For Canker vice the fweetcft buds doth loue, 

And thou prefent’ft a pure vnftayincd prime. 

Thou haft paftby the ambufti of young daics. 

Either not a(TayId,or vitftor beeing charg’d. 

Yet this thy praife cannot be foe tny praile. 

To tye vp enuy,euermore inlarged, 
t Iffome fufpe&ofillmasktnot thy (how, 
c Then thou alone kingdomes of hearts (houldft owffj 

7 * 

T^Oe Longer mourne for me when I am dead, 

*■ ^Then you (hall heare the furly fullen bell 
Giue warning to the world that I am fled 
' From this vile world with vildcft wormes to dwells 
< Nay if you read this line, remember not, 

C The hand that writ it, for I loue you fo, 
f That I in your fweet thoughts would be forgot. 

Of thinking on me then (houM make you woe. 

O iff l hyjyou looke vpon this v-rfe. 

When I (perhaps) compounded am with dv;. 

Do not fo much as my poore name reherfe; 

But let your loue euen with my life decay. 

Leaft the wife world (liould looke into your mone, 
And mocke you with me after I am gon. 

72 

O Leaft the world lhould taske you to recite. 

What merit liu’d in me that you lhould loue 
After my dcathf dcare lpuc)for get me quite, 
cTor you in me can nothing worthy proue. 

Vnlefle you would deuife fome mtuous lye. 
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To doe more for me then mine owne defert. 

And hang more praife vpon deccafed I, 

Then nigard truth would willingly impart.* 

O leaft your true loue may feeme fake in this. 

That you for loue fpeake well of me vntruc. 

My name be buried where my body is, 

And Hue no more to fhame nor me,nor you. 

For I am fhamd by that which I bring forth. 

And fo (hould you, to loue things nothing worth, 

73 . 

T Hat time ofyeearethou maift in me behold. 

When yellow leaues.or none, or few doe hange 
Vpon thofc boughes which (hake againft the could, 
Barern’wd quiers, where late the fweet birds fang. 

In me thou feed the twi-light of fuch day. 

As after Sun-fet fadeth in the Weft, 

Which by and by blacke night doth take away. 

Deaths fecond fclfe that feals vp all in reft. 

In me thou (eeft the glowing of fuch fire. 

That on the allies of his youth doth lye. 

As the death bed,whercon it muft expire. 

Contain'd with that which it was nurriftitby. 
l This thou perceu’ft,which makes thy loue moreftrong, 
( To loue that well,which thou muft leaue ere long. 

74 

B Vt be contented when that fell areft, 

With out all bayle (hall carry me away. 

My life hath in this line fome intereft. 

Which for memoriail ftill with thee (hall flay. 

When thou reueweft this,thou doeft tcuew. 

The very part was eonfecrate to thee,. 

* The earth can haue but earth,which is his due, 

1 My Ipirit is thine the better part of me. 

So then thou haft but loft the dregs of life. 

The pray ofwormes,my body being dead, 

The coward conqueft of a wretches knife, 
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To bafe of thee to be rcmcmbred. 

The worth of that, is that which it containes. 

And that is this, and this with thee remaines. 

7 ? 

CO are you to my thoughts as food to life, 

^Or as fweet feafon’d {hewers arc to the ground; 
And for the peace of you I hold fuch ftrife. 

As twixt a mifer and his wealth is found. 

Now proud as an inioyer,and anon 
Doubting the filching age will fteale his treafiire, 

Now counting beft to be with you alone. 

Then betterd that the world may fee my pleafure, 

( Some-time all ful with feafting on your fight, 

( And by and by cleane ftarued for a looke, 

C Poflefling or purfuing no delight 
4 Saue what is had,or muft from you be tooke. 

Thus do I pine and furfet day by day. 

Or gluttoning on all, or all away, 

76 

\7\/ H y is my verfe {o barren of new pride? 

v So far from variation or quicke change? 

Why with the time do I not iglance afidc 
To new found methods,and to compounds ftrange?. 
Why write I ftill all onc,euer the fame. 

And keepe inuentionin a noted weed. 

That euery word doth almofi fel my name. 

Shewing their birth, and where they did proceed? 

O know fweet loue I alwaies write of you. 

And you and loue are ftill my argument: 

So all my beft is drefling old words new. 

Spending againe what is already fpent: 

< For as the Sun is daily new and old, 

*■ So is my loue ftill telling what is told, 

77 

T Hy glade will fhew thee how thy beauties were, 
Thy dyallhow thy precious mynuits wallc. 
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The vacant leaues thy mindes imprint will beare. 

And of this booke,this learning maift thou tafte. 

The wrinckles which thy glafle will truly flho w. 

Of mouthed graues will giue rh^e memorie. 

Thou by thy ^yalsftiady fteahh maift know. 

Times theeuifti progrefle to eternitie. 

Looke what thy me morie cannot containe. 

Commit to thelc wafte blacks, and thou fhalt finde 
Thofe children nurft.deliuerd from thy braine. 

To take a new acquaintance of thy minde. 

Thefe offices, fo oft as thou wilt looke. 

Shall p;ofit thee and much inrich thy bookc. 

, 78 

S O oft haue ’ inuok d thee for my Mufe, 

And found fuch faire affiftance in my verfe. 

As euery Alien pen hath got my vie. 

And vnder thee their poefie difperfe. 

Thine eyt s, that taught the dumbe on high to ling. 

And heauie ignorance lloft to ft e, 

Haue added tethers to the learneds wing, 

And giuen grace a double M ait ftie. 

Yet be moftproud of that which I compile, 

Whofe influence is thine.and borne of thee. 

In others workes thou dooft but mend the ftile. 

And Arts with thy jwcete grates graced be. 

But thou art a! my art,and dooft aduance 
As high as learning, my rude ignorance. 

19 'Z 

Jf / Hilft I alone did call vpon thy ayde. 

My verfe alone had all thy gentle grace. 

But now my gracious numbers aredecayde. 

And my fick Mufe doth giue an other place. 

I grant ( fweet louejthy louely argument 
Deferues the trauaile of a worthier pen, 

Y et what of thee thy Poet doth inuent. 

He robs thee of^and payes it thee againe, 

F He 
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He lends thee vertue.and he'ftdle that Word, 

From thy behauiour,beautie doth he giue 
And found it in thy cheeke: he can affoord 
No praife to thee, but what in thee doth liuc. 
c Then thanke him not for that which he doth fay, 
c Since what he owes thee, thou thy felfe dooft pay, 

80 

O Hovv I faint when I of you do write. 

Knowing a better {pint doth vfe your name. 

And in the praife thereof fpends all his might, 

To make me toung-tide {peaking of your fame. 

But finceyour worthy wide as the Ocean is^ 

The humble as the proudeft faile doth beare,. 

My fawfic barke f inferior farre to his ) 

On your broad maine doth wilfully appearc. 

Y our ftialloweft helpe will hold me: vp a floate, 
Whilfthevpon your foundlcfle deepe doth ride. 

Or ( beingwrackt ) I am a worthlelTe bote. 

He of tall building, and of goodly pride. 

- Then If he thriue and I be caft away. 

The worftwas this, my Ioue was my decay. 
r 8 1 

O R I fhall liue your Epitaph to make. 

Or you furuiue when I in earth am rotten. 

From hence yp.ur inempry.death cannot take. 

Although in me each part will be forgotten. 

Your name from hence immortall life fhall haucj 
Though I ( once gone) to all the world muft dye, 

The earth can yeeld me but a common graue. 

When you intombed in. mens eyes Hi all lye. 

Your monument fliall be my gentle verie. 

Which eyes not yet created fhall cre-read, ) 

And toungs to be, your beeing fhall rchearfe. 

When all the breathers of this world are dead. 

You Hill fhall liue (fiich vertue hath my Pen) 

Where breath aio^.breaths } euen in the months of men. 

Igrant 
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I Grant thou wert not married to my Mufe, 

And therefore maieft. without attaint ore-Iooke 
The dedicated words which writers vfc 
Of their faire fubieft,blefiing euerybooke. 

Thou art as faire in knowledge as in hew. 

Finding thy worth a limmit paft my praife. 

And therefore art inforcM to feeke anew. 

Some frefher ftampe of the time bettering dayes. . 

And do fo loue,yet when they hauc deuifdc, 

What ftrained touches Rhethorick can lend. 

Thou tiu/y faire, wert truly fimpathizde, 

In true plaine words ,by thy true telling friend. 

And their grofTe painting might be better vfd. 

Where cheekes need blcod,in thee it is abuf d. 

I Ncuer faw that you did painting need. 

And therefore to your faire no painting fet, 

I found ( or thought 1 found) you did exceed. 

The barren tender of a Poets debt : 

And therefore hauelflept in your report, /' 

That you your felfe being extant well might fihow. 

How farre a modernc quill doth come to (hort, 

Speaking of worth.what worth in you doth grow. 

This filence for my finneyou did impute, 

Which fhall be me ft my glory being dombe, 1 
For I impaire not beau tic being mute, 

When others would giue life,ahd bring a tombe. 

There liues more life in one of your faire eyes, 

• ■ Then both your Poets can in praife deuife. 

84 

"^^/’Ho is it that . fay es moft,which can fay more, 

Then this rich praife,thatyoualone,are you. 

In whofc confine immured is the ftore, , 

- Which fhould example where your equ'ail grew, 

Leane penurie within that Pen doth dwell, -j . ' , 

F a Thac 



1 



ck 



1 fSiifl 



I 

' 1 
r i! I 



LLE LIBRARY, THE BRITISH LIBRARY 



Octavo 






ytjjg 



1 

Hiiii i 



! 

: 



II 




S HAK E-SPE ARE S 

That to his Cubic cl lends not Come fin all glory. 

But he that writes of you,if he cap tell, 
j That you are you, Co dignifies his ftory. 

\Let him but coppy what in you is writ. 

Not making worfe what nature made Co cleere. 

And fuch a counter-part (hail fame his wit. 

Making his (file admired euery w here. 

You to your bcautious bleffings adde a cuife. 

Being fond onpraife,which makes yourprailes worfe. 

8 5 

M Y toung-tidc Mufe in manners holds her ftill, 
While comments of your praife richly compil’d, 
Referne their Chara&er with goulden quill. 

And precious phrafe by all theMufes fil’d. 
i I thinke good thoughts, whilft other write good wordes, 
And like vnlettered clarke ftill crie Amen, 

To euery Himne that able fpirit affords. 

In pohfhtforneof well refined pen. 

..Hearing you praifd,I fay ’tis fo, 'tis true, 

« And to tne'moft ofpraife adde fome-thing more. 

But that is in my thought, whofe loue to you 
(Though words come hind-moft )holds his ranke before, 
, Then others, for the breath of words refpett, 

.Me for my dornbe thoughts, fpeaking in effect, 

8<5 

\7 \T As it the proud full faile of his great verfe, 

V V Bound for the prize of(aO to precious) you, 
"’That did my ripe thoughts in my braine inhearce. 
Making their tombe the w'ombe wherein they grew? 
Was it his fpirit, by ipirits taught to write, 

Abouc a mortal! pitch, that ftruck me dead ? 

No, neither he,nor his compiers by night 
Giuing him ayde,my verfe affonifhed. 

He nor that affable familiar ghoft 
Which nightly gulls him with intelligence, 

As vigors of my filence cannot boaft, 
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J was not fick of any feare from thence. _ 

But when your countinancefild vphis line. 

Then lacktl matter,that infeebled mine. 

87 

, -T \rewell thou art too deare for my poffefling, 
i A A. d like enough thou knowft thy eftimate, 

C *] he Cha ter of thy worth gues thee releafing; 
c Mv bonds in thee ate all determinate. 

< For how do I hold thee but by thy granting, 
l And for that ritches where is my deferumg. 
f The caufe of this faire guift in me is wanting* 

X KSrr? 

. Or mee to whom thou gau ff it.elfemiftaking, 

1 So thy great euift vpon mifprifion growing, 

t Comes home againe,on better Judgement making. 

. Thus haue 1 had thee as a dreame dotn Hatter, , 
t In fleepe a King, but waking no fuch matter. 

88 

\7\7Hen thou (halt be difpode to fet me light,- 

* ’ Andplacemymerritintheeieofskorne, 

l Vpon thy fide,againlt my fclfe ile fight. 

And proue thee virtuous, though thou art forfworne: 
With mine ownc weakeneffe being bell acquainte , 
Vpon thy part I can fet downe a ftory 
Offaults conct aid, wherein I am attainted : 

That thou in loofing mejball win much glory.- 
And 1 by this wil be a gainer too. 

For bending all my loumg thoughts off thee. 

The iniuries that to my fclfe I doe. 

Doing thee vantage, dublc vantage me. 

( Such is my loue, to thee lio belong, 

t That for thy right, my fclfe will beare all wrong. 
89 

t QAy that thou didft forfake mee for fome fait, 
t O And 1 will comment vpon that o Sente, 
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Speake of my lamenefle, and I ftraight will halt: 
Againft thy reafons making no defence. 

Thou can ft notfloue)difgrace me halfe fo ill. 

To fet a forme vpon defired change, 

As ile my felfe difgrace, knowing thy wil, 

I will acquaintance ftrangle and looke ftrangc; 

Be abfent from thy walkes and in my tongue. 

Thy fweet beloued name no more (hall dwell, 

Leaft I(too much prophanc)fhou!d do it w'ronge: 

And haplie of our old acquaintance tell. 

< For thee,againft my lelfe ile vow debate, 
c For I muft ncre loue him whom thou doft hate. 

90 

HP Hen hate me when thou wilt, if euer.no w, 

JL Now while the world is bent my deeds to croffe, 
Ioynewith the fpight offortune,make me bow. 

And doe not drop in for an after Ioffe: 

Ah doe not,when my heart hath fcapte this forrow. 
Come in the rerew r ard of a conquerd woe, 

Giue not a windy night a rainie morrow. 

To linger out a purpofd ouer-throw. 

If thou wiltleaueme, do not leaue me laft. 

When other pettie griefes hauc done their fpight, 

* But in the onfet come, lo flail 1 tafte 
At firft the very worft offortunes might. 

And other ftraines of woe, which now leeme woe. 
Compar’d with Ioffe of thee, will not feeme fo, 

91 

S Ome glory in their birth,fome in their skill. 

Some in their wealth, fome in their bodies force. 
Some in their garments though new-fangled ill: 

Some in their Hawkes and Hounds,lbme in their Horfc* 
And euery humor hath his adiun&pleafure. 

Wherein it findes a ioy aboue the reft. 

But thele perticulers are not my mealiire. 

All thefe I better in one general! beft. 
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Thv loue is bitter then high birch to me, 

Richer then wealth, prouder then garments coft, 
Ofmore delight then Hawkes or Horfes bee: 
And hauing chee,of all mens pride I boa ft. 

in ^1 one. that thou rnaiii 



B Vc doe tby worft to fteale thy felfe away, 

For tearme oflife thou art affured mine, 

And life no longer then thy loue will ftay. 

For it depends vpon that loue of thine. 

Then need I not to feare the worft of wrongs. 
When in the leaft of them my life hath end,. 

I fee, a better ftatc to me belongs 
^ Then that,which on thy humor doth depend. 

* Thou canft not vex me with inconftanc mindc. 
Since that my life on thy reuolt doth lie. 

Oh what a happy title do I finde, ^ 

Happy to haue thy loue, happy to die! 
r but whats fo bieffed faire that feares no blot, 
c Thoumaift be fake, and yet I know it not. 



95 

S O fhall I liue,fuppofing thou art true. 

Like a deceiued husband fo loues face, 

May ftill feeme loue to me, though alter’d new:. 

Thy lookes with me ,thy heart in other place* 

For their can Hue no hatred in thine eye,, 

Therefore in that 1 cannot know thy change. 

In manies lookes.the fake hearts hiftory 

Is writ in moods and frouncs and wrincklcs ftrange.. 

Butheaueninthy creation did decree, 

That in thy face fweet loue fhould euer dwell, 

What ere thy thoughts, or thy hearts workings be. 

Thy lookes fhould nothing thence, but fweetneffc tell. 
How Wke.Eaxes apple doth ;hy beauty grow. 

If thy iwcet yertue anfwere not tby {how, 

S»4 
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T Hey that haue powre to hurt,and will doe none 
That doe not do the thing, they mod do fhowe * 
,Whomouingothers,arethem(elucsasftone, ‘ * 

Vnmooued,could,and to temptation flows 
They rightly do inherrit heauens graces. 

And husband natures ritchcs from expence, 
r They are the Lords and owners of their faces. 

Others, but ftewards of their excellence: 

The fommers flowre is to the fommer fwect. 

Though to it felfe,it onely liue and die. 

But if that flowre with bafe infe&ion meete. 

The bafett weed out-braues his dignity: 

< For fweetett things turne fowreft by their deedes, ' 
< Lillies that fefter, Imell far worfe then weeds. 

91 

H Ow fwcet and Iouely doft thou make the fliamc. 
Which like a canker in the fragrant Role, 

Doth fpot the beautie of thy budding nnmc? 

Oh in what fweets doeft thou thy finncs inclolcl 
That tongue that tells the ft :ry of thy daies, 

(Making lafciuious comments on thy Iport) 

Cannot difpraife.but in a kinde of praife. 

Naming thy name, bleflesan ill report. 

Oh what a manfion haue thole vices got. 

Which for their habitation chofeout thee. 

Where beauties vaile doth couer eueiy blot. 

And all things turnes to faire,that eies can (eel 
< Take heedfdeare heart)of this large priuiledge, 
t The hardelt knife ill vfd doth looichis edge. 

96 

COme fay thy fault is youth, fom^ wantonelfe, 

L "’ Some fay thy grace is youth and gentle Iport, 

Both grace and faults are lou’d of more and lefle; 

Thou makft *aulcs graces, that to thee refort: 

As on the finger or t throned Queene, 
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The bafeft fewcll wil be well efteein’d: 

So arc thofe errors that in thcc arc feene, ^ 

To truths tranflated,and for true things deem d. 

How many Lambs might the fterne Wolfe betray* 

Iflike a Lambe he could his lookes tranflate. 

How many gazers mighft thou lead away, 

If thou wouldft vfe the ftrength of all thy ftate? 

( But doe not fo,I loue thee in fuch lort. 

As thou being mine, mine is thy good report. . 

97 

H Ow like a Winter hath my abfence beene 
From thee,theplcafure of the fleeting yeare? 

What freezings haue I felt, what darke daiesfccne? 
What old Decembers barenefle cuery where? 

And yet this time remou’d was lommerstime. 

The teeming Autumne big with ritch inctcale. 

Bearing the wanton burthen of the prime. 

Like widdowed wombes after their Lords dcecafe: 

Yet this aboundant iflue feem’d to me. 

But hope of Orphans, and vn-fathered fruite. 

For Sommer and his pleafures waitc on thee. 

And thou away,thc very birds are mute. 

Or if they fing,tis with fo dull a cheere. 

That lcaues looke palc,dreading the Winters neere. 

98 

F Rom you haue 1 beene abfent in the fpring. 

When proud pidc Aprill (dreft in all his trim) 

Hath put a fpirit ofyouthin euery thing: 

That heauie SatHrtte laught and leapt with him. 

Yet nor the laics of birds,nor the fweet Imell 
Of different flowers in odor and in hew. 

Could make me any fummers ftory tell: 

Or from their proud lap pluck them where they grew: 
Nor did I wonder at the Lillies white. 

Nor praife the deepe vermillion in the Role, 

They wcare but lweet,but figures of delight: 

G Drawn* 
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Drawnc after you, you pattcrne of allthofc, * 

Yet feem’d it Winter ftill,and you away, 

Aswithyour flraddow I with thefe did play. 

99 

He forward violet thusdid I chide, 

J. Sweet theefe whence didft thou ficale thy fweet that 
If not from my louts breath, the purple pride, (finds 

Which on thy foft checke for complexion dwells? 

In my loues veines thou haft too grofely died. 

The Lillie I condemned for thy hand, 

And buds of marierom had ftolne thy haire, , 

The Rofes fearefully on thorncs did ftan d. 

Our blufhing fliame,au other white difpaire: • 

A third nor red,nor white, had ftolne of both. 

And to his robbry had annexe thy breath, 

Bilt for his theft in pride of all his growth 
A vengfull canker eate him vp to death, 

X More flowers I noted, yet I none could fee, 

< But fweet, or culler it had ftolne from thee, 
jo© 

*\7 \/ Here ait thou Mufe that thou forgetft fo long, 
v ’ To fpcake of that which giues thee all thy might? 
Spendft thou thy.furie on fome worth lefle fonge, 
Darkning thy powre to lend bafe fubledb light, 

Returne forgctfull Mufe,and ftraight redeemc, 

In gentle numbers timc:fo. idcly fpent. 

Sing to the care that doth thy laies efleeme. 

And giues thy pen both skill and argument. 

Rife refty Mufe,my loues fweet face furuay, , 

If time haue any wrincle grauen there. 

If any, be a Satire to decay. 

And make times fpoiles difpifed euery where.' 

Giue my loue fame fafter theri time wafts life. 

So thou preuenft his fieth,and crooked knife, 
xoi 

i H truant Mufe vvhat fhalbe thy amends, 



For thy ncgleifl of truth in beauty di’d? 

Boi h truth and beauty on my loue depends? 

So doft thou too.and therein dignifi’d: 

Make anfwere Mufe,wilc thou not haply fare. 

Truth needs no collour with his collour fixt, 

Beautic no penfell, beauties truth to lay: 
r Butbeftisbfftjifneuer intermixt. 

( Becaufe he needs no praife,wik thou be dumb? 

V Excufe not filence fo,for It lies in thee, 

To make him much out-liuc a gilded tombe: 

And to be praifd of ages yet to be. 

Then do thy ofliceMufc,I teach thee how. 

To make him feeme long hcnce,as he fhowes now. 

102 

M Y loue is ftrengthned though more weakeinfee- 
I loue not lefle,thogh lefle the fhow appeare, (ming 
[That loue is marchandiz’d,whofe ritch efteeming, 

*The owners tongue doth publifli euery where. 

Our loue was new-, and then but in the fpring. 

When 1 was wont to greet it with my laies. 

As Philomcll in lummers front doth finge. 

And Hops his pipe in growth of riper daies: 

Not that the fummer is lefle pleafant now 

Then when her mournefull himns did hufti the night. 

But that wild mufick burthens euery bow. 

And fvveets growne common loofe their deare delight. 
Therefore likeher, I fome-time hold my tongue: 
Becaufe I would not dull you with my fonge. 
io? 

A Lack what pouerty my Mufe brings forth, 
jt\ That hauing fuch a skope to fhow her pride. 

The argument all bare is of more worth 
Then when it hath my added praife befidc. 

Oh blameme not if I no more can Write! 

Looke in your glafle and there appeares a face, 

That oucr-goes my blunt inuenticn quite. 

Dulling my lines, and doing me difgrace. 

G i Were 
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Were it not (infill then ftriuing to mend, 

To marre the fubiedf that before was well. 

For to no other pafle my verfes tend, 

Then of your graces ana your gifts to tell. 

And more,inuch more then in my verfe can fit. 

Your ovvne gla/fe fliowes you, when you looke in it, 
104 

'"j 'O me faire friend you neuer can be old, 

For as you were when firft your eye I cycle, 

Such feemes your beautie ftilhThree Winters colde, 
Hauefrom the forrefts (hooke three fummers pride. 

Three bcautious Iprings to yellow Autumnc turn’d, 

In procefle of the feafons haue I feene. 

Three Aprill perfumes in three hot Iunesburn’d, 

Since firft Ifaw youfre/h which yet are greene. 

Ah yet doth beauty like a Dyall hand, 

Stcale from his figure,and no pace perceiu’d. 

So your fweete hew,which me thinkes ftill doth ftanc. 
Hath motion,and mine eye may be deceaued. 

For feare of which,hcare this thou age vnbred. 

Ere you were borne was beauties fummer dead, 
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L Et not my louc be cai’d Idolatrie, 

Nor my beloucd as an Idoll /how. 

Since all alike my fongs and praifesbe 
To one,ofone,ftill fuch,and euer fo. 

Kinde is my loue to day, to morrow kinde. 

Still conftant in a wondrous excellence. 

Therefore my verfe to conftancie confin’de. 

One thing exprc/fing,Ieaues out difference, 

Faire, kinac,and true,is all my argument, 

Faire,kinde and true,varrying to other words. 

And in this change is my inuencion /pent. 

Three theams in one, which wondrous fcope afford^ 

<• Faire,kinde,and true, haue often iiu’d alone. 

4 Which three till now, neuer kept featc in one. 

When 
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Hen in the Chronicle of wafted time, 

’ V I fee diferiptions of the faireft wights. 

And beautie making beautiful! old rime, 

In prai/e ofLadies dead,and louely Knights, 

Then in the blazon of fweet beauties beft, 

Ofhand,of foote,of lip, of eye, of Jbrow, 

I fee their antique Pen would haue expreft, 

Euen luch a beauty as you maifter now. 

- So all their praifes are but prophefies 
C Of this our time, all you prefiguring. 

And for they look’d but with dcuining eyes. 

They had not ftill enough yeur worth to fing : 

< For we which now behold thefe prefent dayes, 

<-Haue eyes to wonder, but lack toungs to praife. 
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N Ot mine owne feares,nor the prophetick fo'hle. 

Of the wide world.dreaming on things Co come,; 

Can yet the lea/e of my true loue controulc, 

Suppofde as forfeit to a confin’d doome. 

The mortall Moone hath her eclipfe indur’dc. 

And the fad Augurs mock their owne prefage, 

Incertenties now crowne them-fclues a/fur’dc, 

And peace proejaimes Oliues of endle/fe age. 

Now with the drops of this mod balmie time. 

My loue Iookes frefh,and death to me fubferibes, 

Since fpight of him Jle liuein this poore rime. 

While he infults ore dull and fpeachlefte tribes. . 

And thou in this fihalt finde thy monument. 

When tyrants crefts and tombs of brafle are /pent. 
xo8 

\/f\ 7 Hat’s in the braine thatlhck may character, 

^ ’ Which hath not figur’d to thee my true fpirit. 

What s new to /pcake,what now to regifter. 

That may cxpre/Te my loue,or thy deare merit ? 

Nothing fweet boy, but yet like prayers diuine, 

G'j Imuft 
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I muft each day fay ore the very fame, 

Counting no old thing old.thou mine, I thine, 

Euen as when firft 1 hallowed thy fairc name . 

So that eternall loue in loues frefh cafe, 

Waighcs not the dull andiniury of age. 

Nor giues to neceffary wrinckles place. 

But makes antiquitie for. aye his page. 

Finding the firft conceit of loue there bred, 

Where time and outward forme would (hew it dead, 
109 

O Neuerfay that I was talfc of heart, 

Though-abfence feem’d my flame to quallifie. 

As eafie might I from my lelfe depart. 

As from my foulc which in thy breft doth lye: 

That is my home of. loue, if I haue rang'd. 

Like him that trauels \ retume againe. 

Juft to the time, not with the time exchang’d. 

So that my felfe bring water for my flainc, 

Neuerbeleeue though in my nature raign’d. 

All frailties that befiege all kindes of blood. 

That it could fo prepoftcrouflie beftain’d. 

To leaue for nothing all thy liimme of good. : 

For nothing this wide Vniuerfel call, 

Saue thou my Rcfc.in it thou art my all. 

no 

A Las ’tis truc,l haue gone here and there. 

And made my felfe a motley to the view , 

Gor'd mine own thoughts, fold cheap what ismoft deare, 
iMade old offences of affeffions new. 

Molltrue it is, that I haue Iookt on truth 

Afconceand ftrangelyrButby allaboue, — . 

T heleblenches. gaue my heart an other youth, • 

And werie effaiesprou’d thcoiny beft afloue, ' 

Now all is donejhaue what (hall bau«:ho end. 

Mine appetite I ncuer more will grin’de 
Qn newer proofe, to trie an older friend, 

A God in loue, to vvhom.1 am confin’d. 

Then 
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Then glue me welcome next my hcauen the beft, 

Euen to thy pure and moft moft louing breft, 

111 

O For my fake doe you wifll fortune chide. 

The guiltie godddfc of my harmfull deeds,- 
That did not better for my life prouide. 

Then publick mcanes which publick manners breeds. 
Thence comes it that my name recciucs a brandy 
And almoft thence my nature is fubdu’d 
To what it workes in, like the Dyers hand. 

Piety me then,and wifh I were renu’de, 

Whiift like a willing pacient I will drinke. 

Potions of Ey (ell gainft my flrong infection. 

No bitternefle that 1 will bitter thinke. 

Nor double pennancc to correct corre<ftion„ 

' Pittie me then deare friend, and 1 afliirc y ce, 

Euen that your pittie is enough, to cure mee. 

112 

Y Our loue and pittie doth th’lmpreflion fill. 

Which vulgar fcandall ftampt vpon my brow, 

For what care I who C3lles me well or ill, 

Sb you ore-greene my bad, my good alow? 

You are my All the world, and I muft ftriue, 

. To know my fhames and praifes from your tounge- 
None elfeto me,norI to none aline. 

That my ftcel’d fence or changes l ight or wrong, 

In fo profound Ab'.fme 1 throw ail care 
Of others voyces,that my Adders fence, 

To cryttick and to flatterer flopped are: 

Marke how with my negleft I doe dilpcnce. 

You are fo ftrongly injny purpofe bred. 

That all the world befides me thinkes y’are dead. 

113 

J^Ince I left you,mine eye is in my mindc. 

And that which gcuernes me to goe about;, 

Doth part his fun<ftion,and is partly blind, 

Seetnes 
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Secmes feeingjbut cffc&ually is out: 

For it no forme dcliuers to the heart 
Ofbird.offlowrc.or lhape which it doth lack. 

Of his quick obic&shath the mindeno part. 

Nor his owne vifion houlds what it doth catch: 

For if it fee the rud’ft or gentleft fight. 

The moft fweet-fauoror deformedft creature. 

The mountaine,or the fea,the day, or night;: 

The Croe,orDoue,it fhapes them to your feature. 
Incapable of more repleat, with you. 

My moft true minde thus maketh mine vntrue. 

114 . 

O R whether doth my minde being crown'd with you 
Drinke vp the monarks plague this flattery ? 

Or whether lhall I lay mine eie faith true. 

And that your loue taught it this Alcumie? 

To make of monftcrs,and things indigeft. 

Such cherubines as your fweet felfe refcmble, 

Creating euery bad a perfe<ft beft 
As faft as obiefts to his beames aflemble: 

Oh tis the firft.tis flatry in my feeing, 

And my great minde moft kingly drinkes it vp. 

Mine eie well knowes what with his guft is greeing. 

And to his-pallat doth prepare the cup. 

If it be poilbn’djtis the Ieffer finne. 

That mine eye Ioues it and doth firft beginne. 

11 $ 

T Hofe lines that I before haue writ doe lie, 

Euen.thofe that-laid I could not loue you deercr. 

Yet then my iudgement knew no realon why, 

My moft full flame Ihould afterwards burne cleerer. 

But reckening time,whofc milliond accidents 
Creepe in twixt vowes,and change decrees of Kings, 
Tan facred beautie,blunt the lharp'ft intents, 

Diuert ftrong mindes to th’ courfe of alcring things: 

Alas why fearing of times tiranie. 



SOHNHTS. 

Might I not then fay now I loue you beft. 

When I was certaine ore in-certainty, 

Crowning the prefent,doubting of the refl: - 

Loue is a Babe , then might 1 not fay fo 
To giue full growth to that which ftill doth grow, 

II 9 

L Et me not to the marriage of true mindes 
Admit impediments, loue is not loue 
Which alters when it alteration Andes, 

Or bends with the retnouer to remoue. 

Ono.it is an euer fixed marke 

Thatlookes on tempefts and is neuerfhaken; 

It is the ftar to euery wandring barke, 

Whofe worths vnknowne, although his higth be takeu. 
Lou’s not Times foole,tho ugh rofie lips and cheeks 
Within his bending fickles compalfe come, 

Loue alters not with'his breefe houres and weekes- 
Butbearcs it out euen to the edge ofdoome; 

If this be error and vpon me proued, 

I neuer writ,nor no man euer loued. 

117 

A CcOfe me thus^that I haue fcanted all. 

Wherein 1 Ihould your great deferts repay,^ 

' Forgot vpon your deareft loue to call. 

Whereto al bonds do tie me day by day. 

That I haue frequent binne with vnknown mindes. 
And giuen to timeyour oWne deare purchaf d right. 
That I haue hoyfted faile to al the windes 
Which Ihould tranfport me fartheft from your fight, 
Booke both my wilfulnefte and errors downe, 

And on iuft proofe furmiie,accumilate, 

Bringme within the leuel of your frowne. 

But Ihoote not atme in your wakened hate: 

Since my appeale faies-I did ftriue to prooue ,j. 

The conftancy and Virtue of your lou,e 




- 
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I Ike as to make our appetites more keene 
-/With eager compounds we our pallat vrge, 

As to preuent ourmalladies vnfeene, 

W e ficken to fliun ficknefie when we purge. 

Euen To being full of your nere cloying fweetneffe, 
Tq bitter fawces did I frame my feeding; 

And ficke of wel-fare found a kind of meetnefle. 

To be difeafd ere that there was true needing* 

Thus pollicie in loue t anticipate 

The ills that were, not grew to faults affured. 

And brought to medicine a healthfull ftate 
Which rancke of goodnelfe would by ill be cured* 
But thence 1 learne and find the leffon true. 

Drugs poyfon him that fo fell ficke of you, 

rip 

J ?\7Hat potions haue I drunke of Syren te ares 
* Diftil’d from Lymbecks foule as hell within* 
Applying feares to hopes, and hopes to fcares. 

Still loofing when 1 faw my felfe to win? 

What wretched errors hath my heart committed, 
Whilil it hath thought it felfe fo blefled neuer? ■ 
How haue mine eies out of their Spheares.bene fitted 
In the dutra&ion of this madding feuer? 

O benefit of ill, now I find true 
That better is, by euilftill made better. 

And ruind loue when it is built anew 
Gro wes.fairer then at firft,more ftrong/ar greater. 
So I returne rebuke to my content. 

And gaine by ills thrife more then I haue Ipent*. 
120 

T Hat you were once vnkindbe-friends meenow. 
And for that lorrow , which I then diddefeele, 
Needes muft i voder my trahfgrdfion bovvji 

Vnleffe my NeruesWerebraffeorhammeredikelc,; 

Jpor if you were by myynkindnefle fhaken 



As I by yours ] y’haue paft a hell ofTime, 

And I a tyrant haue no leafure taken 
To waigh how once I fuffered in your crime. 

O that our night of wo might haue remembred 
Idy deepeft fence, how hard trueforrow hits. 

And foone to you,as you to me then tendred 
The humble falue,which wounded bofomesfits! 

But that your trefpafle now becomes a fee. 

Mine rarifoms yours, and yours muft ranfome mec, 

I 21 

T IS better to be vile then vile efteemed. 

When not to be,receiues reproach of being. 

And the iuft pleafureloft,which is fo deemed. 

Not by our feeling, but by others feeing. 

For why Ihould others falfe adulterat eyes 
Giue falutation to my fportiue blood? 

Or on my frailties why are frailer fpies; 

Which in their wils count bad what I think good? 

Noe, I am that I am,and they that Ieuell 
At my abufes, reckon vp their o wne, 

I may be ftraight though they chem-lelues be beuel 
By their rancke thoughtes,my deedesmuft not befhown 
Vnlcfle this generall euill they maintaine. 

All men are bad and in their badnelfe raigne. 

122 . 

7 Thy guift,,thy tables, are within my braine 
Full chara&erd with iafting memory. 

Which fhall aboue that idle rancke remainc 
Beyond all date euen to eternity. ; • 

Or at the leaftjio long as brainy and heart 
Haue facultie by nature to iubfift. 

Til each to raz'd obliuipn yeeld his part 
Of thee,thy record neuer can be mift: 

■That poore retention could not lo much hold. 

Nor need I tallies thy deare loue to skqrej r(0 / ,;r" \ v 

Therefore to giuc them from me was I bold, 

Ha To 

— - 
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To truft thole tables that receaue thee more, 

To keepe an adiunckt to remember thee. 

Were to import forgetful neflfe in mee. 

1: •/ . " l '4 Y? • ’ . ; " ■ 'l:;G 

0 1 Time, thou fhaltrtbt boll that I doc change; 

Thy pyramyds biiylc vp with ne wer might 
To me are nothing nouell,nothing ftrange. 

They are but dreffings of a former fight* 

Our dates are breefe,and therefor we admire. 

What thou doft foyft vpon vs that is ould. 

And rather make them borne to our defirei 1 ' 1 : 

Then thinke that We before haue heard them toalds 
Thy regifters and thee I both defie. 

Not wondring at the prefent,nor the pad. 

For thy records, and what wefee doth lye. 

Made more or les by thy continuall haft: 

This I doe vow and this fhall euer be, 

I will be true dilpightthy fyeth and thee; 

124 / 

Y F my deare loue were but the childe of ftate,. 

It might for fortunes baftcrd be vnfathered, 

.'As lubiedf to times loue,or to times hate. 

Weeds among weeds, or flowers with flowers gatherd. 
No it was buylded far from accident. 

It fuffers not in fmilinge pomp, nor falls 
Vnder the blow of thralled difcontent. 

Whereto th’inuiting time our fafhion calls:- 
It feares not policy that Heriticke, 

Which workes on leales of fhort numbred hower^j 
But all alone ftands hugely pollitick. 

That it nor growes with heat, nor drowses with (howr«» 
To this I witnes call the foies of time. 

Which die for goodnes,who haue lin’d for crime, 

T7 \7 Er’t ought.ro me I bore the canopy, 

' ’ WithibyexterhtH^dUtWafcfhbhi^ig/^'*''' 1 ^ 
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Or layd great bafes for eternity, ... 

Which proues more fhort then waft or ruining? 

Haue I not feene dwellers on forme and fauor 
Lofe all,and more by paying too much rent 

For compound fweet;Forgoing fimple fauor, 

Pittifull thriuors in their gazing fpent. 

Noe,letmebe obfequious in thy heart, 

And’take thou my oblacion, poore but free. 

Which is not mixt with feconds, knows no art. 

But mutual! render, onely me for thee. 

Hence, thou fubbornd Informer, a trew foule 
When moft impeacht,flands leaft in thy controule. 
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O Thou my louely Boy who in thy power, 

Doeft hould times fickle glafle,his fickle,hower; 
Who haft by wayning growne, and therein fhou’ft. 
Thy louers withering, as thy fweet felfe grow’ft. 

If Nature(fouerainemiftercsouer wrack) 

As thou goeft onwards ftill will plucke thee backe, 
Shekecpcs thee to this purpofe,that her skill. 

May time difgrace,and wretched mynuit kill. 

Yet feare her O thou minnion of her pleafure. 

She may detaine,but not ftill keepe her trefure! 

Her Audite(zhough delaydjanfwcr’d muftbe, 

T^w f i 

*17 

I N the ould age blacke Was not counted faire, 

Or if it weare it bore not beauties name: 

But now is blacke beauties fuccefliue heire,' 

And Beautie flanderd with a baftard fhaine, 

For fince each hand hath put on Natures power,. 

W • - • l r 1 • \ & . r -i r * *- trf. r > . r ' 



rainiig tne roiue witn Arts rauiie oorrow a race* 

Sweet beauty hath no name no holy boufcj - Y T 
But is prophan’d,fftiot4iucs in difgracc, 1 - 1 

K3 Therefore 
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Therefore my Miflerffc eyes arc Rauen blacke, 

Her eyes fo futed.and they mourners feeme. 

At fuch who not borne faire no beauty lack, 

Slandring Creation with a falfe cfteeme, 

Yet fo they mourne bccomming of their woe. 

That euery toung faies beauty ffiould lookefo. 

128 

OOw oft when thou my mufike mufike playft, 

* Vpon thatblefled wood whofe motion founds 
With thy fweet fingers when thou gently fwayft. 

The wiry concord thatmineeare confounds. 

Do I cnuie thofe Iackes that nimble leape. 

To kiflc the tender inward of thy hand, 

Whilft my poore lips which fhould that harueft reapc, 

At the woods bouldnes by chee blufliing (land. 

To be fo tiklcd they would change their ftate. 

And fituation with thofe dancing chips. 

Ore whome their fingers walke with gentle gate. 
Making dead wood more bleft then liuing lips. 

Since faufie Iackes fo happy are in this, 

<£iuc them their fingers, me thy lips to kiflc,. 

120 

THexpence of Spirit in a wafte offliamc 
■*- Isluttin a6iion,and till a&ion , Iuft 
Is.periurd,murdrous,blouddy full of blame, 
Sauagejextrcame.rude^ruclfnot to truft, 

Inioyd no fooner but difpifed ftraight, 

Paftreafon hunted, and no fooner had 
Paft realon hated as afwollowe.d bayt. 

On purpofe layd to make the raker mad. 

Made In purfut and in pofleflion fo, 

Had,hauing,and in queft.to haue extreame, 

A blifle in proofe and proud and very wo. 

Before a ioy propofd behind a dreame. 

All this the world well knowes yet none knowes well, 
To Ihuff the heauen that leads memo this hell. 




OKNBTJ, 

IJO 

Y Miflres eyes are nothing like the Sunne, 

Currall is farre more red, then her lips red. 

If fnow be white .why then her brefts are dun: 

If hai res be wiers, black wiers grow on her head: 

I haue feene Rofes damaskt,red and white. 

But no fuch Rofes fee I in her cheekes. 

And in fome perfumes is there more delight. 

Then in the breath that from my Miflres reekes, 

J loue to heare her fpeake,yet well I know. 

That Muficke hath a fane more pleafing found: 
Igrauntlneucrfaw agoddeffegoe. 

My Miflres when fhee w alkes treads on the ground. 

And yet by heauen I thinke my loue as rare. 

As any fhe bell’d with falfe compare. 

151 

T Hou art as tiranous,fb as thou art. 

As thofe whofe beauties proudly make them cruellj 
For well thou know’ft to my deare doting hart 
Thou art the fai reft and moil precious lew ell. 

Yet in good faith fome fay that thee behold. 

Thy face hath not the power to make loue gronej 
To fay they crre,I dare not be fo bold. 

Although I fweare it to my felfe alone. 

And to be fure that is not falfe I fweare 
A thoufand grones but thinking on thy face,. 

One on anothers necke do witnefle beare 
Thy blacke is faireft in my iudgements place. 

In nothing art thou blacke faue in thy deeds. 

And thence this (launder as I thinke proceeds. 

132 

T Hine cies I loue, and they as pittying me. 

Knowing thy heart torment me with difdasne, 

Haue put on black,and louiftg mourners bee, J • ' 
looking with pretty, ruth- vpoh my paine, '<> - • ■ : f 
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And truly not the morning Sun of Heauen 
Better becomes the gray cheeks of th’ Eaft, 

Nor that full Starre that vfliers in the Eaucn 
Doth halfe that glory to the fober Weft: 

As thofe two morning eyes become thy face* 

O let it then as well befeetne thy heart 
To mourne for me fince mourning doth thee »race 
And fute thy pitty like in cuery part. 

Then will I fweare beauty her felfe is blacke, 

And all they foule that thy complexion lacke. 

B Efhrew that heart that makes my heart to groanc 
, For th at deepe wound it giues my friend and me; 
Tft not ynough to torture me alone. 

But flaue to flaueiy my fweet’ft friend rtiuft be. 

Me from my felfe thy cruell eye hath taken. 

And my next felfe thou harder haft ingroffed. 

Of him, my felfe, and thee I am forfaken, 

A torment thrice three-fold thus to be crofted : 
Prifon my heart in thy fteele bofomes warde. 

But then my friends heart let my poore heart bale. 
Who ere keepes me,let my heart be his garde, 

Thou canft not then vfe rigor in my laile. 

And yet thou wilt/or I being pent in thee. 
Perforce am thine and all that id in me. 

134 

S? now I haue confeft that he is thine. 

And I my felfe am morgag’d to thy will. 

My felfe He forfeit, fo that other mine. 

Thou wilt reftoreto be my comfort ftill: 

But thou wilt not,nor he will not be free. 

For thou art couetous.and he is kinde. 

He learnd but furetie-hke to write for me, 

Vnder that bond that him as faft doth binde. 

T te ftatute of thy beauty thou wilt take, . 

Thou vfurer that put'ft forth all to vfe. 



Sonnets. 

And fue a friend, came debter for my fake,' 

So him I loofe through my vnkinde abufe. 

Him haue I loft, thou haft both him and me. 

He paies the whole,and yet am I not free. 

f Ho euer hath her wifb,thou haft thy Will, 

And Will too boote,and Will in ouer-plus, 

More then enough am i that vexc thee ftill. 

To thy fweet wdl making addition thus. 

Wilt thou whofe w.ll is large and fpatious, 

Not once vouchfafe to hide my will in thine. 

Shall will in others feeme right gracious. 

And in my will no faire acceptance fliine: 

The fea all wat*,yet receiues rainc ftill. 

And in aboundance addeth to his ftore. 

So thou beeing rich in Will adde to thy Will, 

One will of mine to make thy large Will more. 

Let no vnkinde.no faire befeechers kill. 

Thinke all but one, and me in that one Will. 
x %6 

I F thy foule check thee that I come fo ncere, 

Svvearc co thy blind foule that I was th yWtll, 

And will thy foule kno wes is admitted there. 

Thus f arre for loue, my loue-fute fweet fullfill. 

Will, will fulfill the treafure of thy loue, 

I fill it full with wils.and my will one. 

In things of great receit with eafe we prooue. 

Among a number one is reckon’d n one. 

Then in the number let me pafle vntold. 

Though in thy ftores account I one muft be. 

For nothing hold me, fo it pleafe thee hold. 

That nothing me,a fomc-thing fweet to thee. 

Make but my name thy loue, and loue that ftill, 

And then thou loueft me for my name is Will. 

137 

THHou blinde foole loue, what dooft thou to mine eyes, 

I That 
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That they behold and fcenot what they fee : 

They know whatbeautic is,fec where it lyes, 

Y ci what the beft is, take the worft to be. 

If eves corrupt by ouer-parttall lookes. 

Be anchord in the baye where a!l men ride. 

Why of eyes falfchood hail thou forged hookes, 
Whereto "the iud gcmenc of my heart is tide ? 

Why fhould my heart thinkc that a feucrall plot. 

Which my heart knowes the wide worlds common place? 
Or mine eyes feeing this, fay this is not 
To put faire truth vpon fo foule a face. 

In things right true my heart and eyes haue erred. 

And to this falfe plague are they now tranfferred. 

1-38 

77/ Hen my louefwcaresthat flic is made of truth,. 

'' I do beleeue her though ! know fire lyes. 

That fhe might -thinkc me fome vntuterd youth, 
Viilcarned in the ivorlds falfe fiihtilties. 

Thus vainely thinking that fhe thinkes me young. 
Although fhe knowes my dayes arc pall the beft. 

Simply I credit her falfe {peaking tongue. 

On both fides thus is fimple truth fuppreft ; 

Biit wherefore .{ayes fhe not {he is vniuft ? 

And wherefore fay not I that Tam old ? 

O loues bed habit is in feemitig truft, . 

And ape in loue,louesnot t’liauc ycares told. 

Therefore I.lye with her, and (he with me. 

And in our faults by lyes' wc flattered be. 

1 '39 

O Call nct mero iuftifie the wrong, 

That thy vnkindneffelayes vpon my heart. 

Wound me not with thine eye but with thy eoung, 

Vie power with power, and flay me notby Art, 

Tell me thou lou’ft elfe-whcre;but in my fight, 

Deare heart forbeave to glance thine eye afide. 

What needft thou wound with cunning when thy might ? 
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Is more then my orc-prefl defence car bide? 

Xetme exaifi* thee^ah my loue w’ell knowes, 
fferprettie lookes haue becne mine enemies. 

And therefore from my face fhe curnes my foes, 

That they clfe-where might dart their iniurics-t 
Yet do not fojbut fince I am neerc fininc, 

Kill me out-right with lookes,and rid my paine. 

140 

B E wife as thou artcruell,do notpreffc 

My toung-tide patience with too much difdaine : 
Leaf! fbrrow lend me words and words exprefie, - 
The manner of my pi ttie wanting paine. 

Iff might teach thee witte better it weare. 

Though not to lone, yet loue to tell me fb, 

As tefiie fick-men w hen their deaths be neere, 

No newes but health from their Phifitioris know. 

For ill Ihoulddifpaire 1 fiiould grow madde. 

And in my madnetle might fpeakc ill of thee. 

Now this ill wrefting world is growne fo bad, 

Madde flanderers by madde eares bclccucd be. 

That I may not be fo, nor thou be lyde, ide. 

Eearc thine eyes flraight , though thy proud heart goc 

* 4 * 

I N faith I doe not lone thee with mine eyes. 

For they in theea thoufand errors note. 

But ’tis my heart that loues what they difpife. 

Who in difpigiit of view is plcafd to dote. 

Nor are mine eares w itb thy toungs tune delighted. 

Nor tender feeling to bafe touches prone. 

Nor tafle, nor fmell, defire to be inuited 
To any fcnfuall feaft with thee alone .* t 

But my flue wits,nor my fiue fences can < 

Difwade one foolifh heart from.feruing thee. 

Who leaues vnfwai’d the Iikenefie of a man. 

Thy proud hearts flaue and vaffall wretch to be 5 
Onely my plague thus farre I count my game. 

That fhe that makes me finne, awards me paine. 

2 a loue 
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L Oue is my finne.and thy deare yertue hate} 

Hate of my finne,grounded on finfull louing-, 

O but with mine, compare thou thine o wne flatc. 
And thou (halt finde it merrits not reproouing. 

Or if it do, not from thole lips of thine, 

That haue prophan’d their fcarlet ornamentSj 
And feald fajfc bonds of loue as oft as mine, 

Robd others beds reuenues of their rents. 

Be it lawful! I loue thee as thou lou’ft thole. 
Whome thine eyes wooe as mine importune thee, 
Roote pittie in thy heart that when it growes. 

Thy pitty may deferue to pir tied bee. 

If thou dooft feeke to haue what thou dooft hide. 
By felfe example mai’ft thou be denide. 

I Oe as a carefullhufwife runnes to catch, 

,One ofher fethered creatures broake away,- 
Scts downe her babe and makes all fwift difpatch 
In purfuit of the thing (he would haue flays 
Whilft her negledfed child holds her in chace. 

Cries to catch her whofe bufie care is bent. 

To follow that which flies before her face; 

Not prizing her poore infants difeontent ; 

So runft thou after that w'hich flies from thee, 
Whilft I thy babe chace thee a farre behind. 

But if thou catch thy hope turne back to me; 

And play the mothers part kifl’c me,be kind. 

So will I pray that thou maift haue thy Will, 

If thou turne back and my loude crying ftill. 

J 44 , .. 

T Wo Ioues I haue of comfort and difpaire. 
Which like twofpirits do fugieft me ftill. 

The better angell is a man right fairer 
The worfer fpirit a woman collour’d il. 

To win me foone to hell my femall euill. 
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Tempteth my better angel from my fight. 

And would corrupt my faint to be a diuel; 

Wooing his purity with her fowle ptide. 

And whether that my angel be turn d nnde, 

Sufpeift 1 may , yet not dire&ly tell, -- 

But being both from me both to each triend, 

I oefle one angel in an others hel. 

Yet this lhal 1 nere know but line in doubt. 

Till my bad angel fire my good one out. 

145 

T Hofe lips that Loues owne hand did make. 

Breath’d forth the found that laid I hate. 

To me that languifht for her faker 

But when fhe faw my wofull ftate. 

Straight in her heart did mercie come. 

Chiding that tongue that euer fweet. 

Was vide in giuing gentle dome: 

And cought it thus a new to greete; 

I hate flie altcrd with an end. 

That follow’d it as gentle day, 

Doth follow night who like a fiend 
From heauen to hell is flowne away. 

I hate, from hate away /he threw. 

And fau’d my life faying not you. 

146 

P Oore foule the center of my finfull earth. 

My finfull earth thefe rebbell powres that thee array, 
Why doft thou pine within and fuflfer dearth 
Painting thy outward walls fo coftlie gay? r ‘ 

Why fo large coft hauing fo fhort a leafe, 

Doft thou rpon thy fading manfion fpend? 

Shall wormes inheritors of this exceffe^ 

Eate vp thy chargcris this thy bodies end? 

Then foule liue thou vpon thy feruants Ioffe, 

And let that pine to aggrauat thy ftore; 

Euy tearmes dwine in foiling houres of dioffe? 

1 3 Within 
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Within be fed, without be rich no more, 

So flialt thou feed on death, that feeds on men. 

And death once dead^her’s no more dying then,, 

*47 

M Y louc is as a feauer longing fti!I, 

For that which longer nurfeth the difeafe. 

Feeding on that which doth prefeme the ill, 
ThVncertaine ficklie appetite to pleafe: 

My rcafon the Phifition to my4oue* 

Angry that his preferiptions are not kept 
Hath left me,and I defperate now approouc, 

Dcfirc is dcath,which Phifick did except, 

Paft cure I am, now Reafon is paft care. 

And frantick madde with euer-more vnreft. 

My thoughts and my difeourfe as mad mens are. 

At randon from the.truth yaincly expreft. 

For I haue fworne thee faire.and thought thee bright, 
Who art as black as hell, as darkc as night. 

148 

O Me ! what eyes hath loue put in my head, 

Which haue no correfpondence with truefighv 
Or if they hauc,\vhcrcis my ludgment fled. 

That cenfures falfely what they fee aright ? 

Jf that be faire whereon my falle.eyes dote. 

What meanes the world tc fay it is riot fo? 

If it be not, then loue doth well denote, 

Loues eye is not fo true as all mensrno. 

How can it / O how can loues eye be true. 

That is Co vext with watching and with tearesf 
No roaruaile then though I miftake my view, 

The tonne it felfe fees not, till heauen cleeres. 

O cunning loue,with teares thou keepft me blinde, 
I,eaft eyes well toeing thy foule faults Ihould finde, 
?49 

C Anft thou O cruel!, fay I louc thee not, 
Whenlagainft my felfe with thee pertake : 



So nn h T S." 

Doc T not thinke on thee when I forgot 
A'm of my felfe, all tirant for thy lake? 

Who hateth thee that I doc call my friend. 

Oil vVhom froun’ft thou that I doe faunc vpo:i. 

Nay ifthou lowrft on me doe I not fpend 
Reuenge vpon my felfe with prefent monc? 

Wnat merrit do 1 in my felfe refpeft. 

That is fo proud e thy leruicc to difpife, 

When all my beft doth worfhip thy deftly 
Commanded by tlie motion of thine eyes. 

But loue hate on for now 1 know thy mirjde, 

Thoto that can toe thou lou ft, and I am blind* 

350 

O H From what powre haft thou this powrefull mi 
With infufficicncy my heart to fway. 

To make me giue the lie to my true fight; 

And {were that brightneffe doth not grace the day? 
Whence haft thou this becomming of things il. 

That in the very retofe of thy deeds. 

There is fuch ftrength and warrantito of skill. 

That in my minde thy worft all beft exceeds? 

Who taught thee how to make me loue thee more,: ; 
The more I heare and feeriuft eaufe of hate* • 

Oh though I loue what others doe abhor, 

With others thou fhotildft not abhor my ftatei 
If thy vnworthinefle raifd louc in me, • 

More worthy I to- be beloird of thee. 

iyr 

L Oue is too young to know what confidence is, 

Y et who khowes not confidence is borne of’loue, 
Then gentle cheater vrge not my attiilft, 

Leaft guilty of my faults thy fweet felfe proue. 

For thou betraying me, I doe betray 
My nobler part to my grofe bodies treafon. 

My loule doth tell my body that he may, 

Triumph in louc,fk£h ftaics no farther reatofy 
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But ryfing at thy name doth point out thee. 

As his triumphant prize, proud ofthis pride. 

He is contented thy poore drudge to be 
To ftand in thy affaires/all by thy fide. 

No want of confidence hold it that I call, 
cier loue,for whole deare loue I rife and fall. 

I N louing thee thou know’ft I am forfworne. 

But thou art twice forfiworne to me loue (wearing. 
In a& thy bed-vow broake and new faith tome. 

In vowing new hate after new loue bearing: 

But why of two othes breach doe I accufie thee. 
When 1 breake tw r enty:I am periur’d mod, 

For all my vowes are othes but to mifiufie thee: 

And all my honefl faith in thee is loft. 

For I haue fiworne deepeo hesofthy deepc kindnefle: 
Othes of thy loue, thy truth, thy conftancic, 

And to inlighten thee gaue eyes to blindnelfie. 

Or made them fiwere againft the thing they fee. 

Fori hauefwornc thee faire:moreperiurde eye. 
To (were againft the truth fo foule a lie. 



C Fpid laid by his brand and fell a fleepe, 

A maide of Djans this aduantage found, 
And his loue-kindling fire did quickly fteepe 
In a could vallie-fountaine of that ground: 
Which borrowd from this holie fire ofloiie, 

A datelefle liuely heat ftill to indure. 

And grew a lecthing bath which yet men proue* 
Againft ftrarg mailadies a foueraigne cure: 

But at my miftres eie loues brand new fired , 
The boy for triall needes would touch my breft, 
1 lick withall thehelpe of bath defired. 

And thether hied a fad dirtemperd gueft. 

But found no cure,the bath for my helpe lies. 
Where fa fid got new firejmy miftres eye. 
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I I ‘ 

F Rcrti off a hill whofc coneaue wombe reworded, 

A plaintful! (lory from a f firing vale 
My Ipirrits t’attend this doble vdyce accorded. 

And downe I laid to lift the fad tun’d talc, 

Ere long efpied a fickle maid full pale 
Tearing of papers breaking rings a twaine. 

Storming her world withi'orrowes, wind and rainet. 

Vpon her head aplattid hiue offtraw,. 

Which fortified her vifage from the Sunne,. 

Whereon the thought might thinkefometimc it /aw 
The carkas of a beauty fpent and donne. 

Time had not fithed all that youth begun. 

Nor youth all quit, but fpight of heauens fell rage,, 

Some beauty peept,through.letticc of fear’d age. 

Oft did Ihe heaue her Napkin to her eyne, 

Which on it had conceited eharedters: 

Laundting the lilken figures in the brine. 

That fcafoned woe had pelleted in teares. 

And often reading what contents it bcaresr ; 

As often fliriking vndiftinguifht wo, 

In clamours of all fize both high and low. 

Some-times herleueld eydS their carriage ride. 

As they did battry to the (pheres intend: 

Sometime diuerted their poore balls are: tide. 

To th’orbed earth jfometimes they do extend. 

Their view right on, anon their gales lend, 

T© 
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To eucry place at once and no where fixr, 

The mind and fight diftra&edly commxit. 

Her haire nor Ioofc nor ti’d in formall plat; 

Proclaimd in her acarclcffe hand of pride; ^ 

For fome vntuck’d defeended her fheu’d hat. 

Hanging her pale and pined cheekc befide. 

Some in her threeden fillet ftill did bide, 

And trew to bondage would not breaks from thence. 
Though flackly braided in loofc negligence, 

A thoufand fcuours from a maund flic drew. 

Of amber chriftall and of bedded let, 

Which one by one /he in a riuer threw, 

Vpon whofc weeping margent fhc wasfct. 

Like vfcry applying wet to wet , 

Or Monarches hands that lets not bounty fall. 

Where want cries fomejbut where exccffc begs all. 

Offolded fchedulls had fhc many a one. 

Which fhe peruf d,fighd,tore and gaue the flud, 
Oacktmany aringof Pofied gold and bone. 

Bidding them find their Sepulchers in mud. 

Found yet mo letters fadly pend in blood. 

With Added lilke,featc and affcffedly 
Eufwath’d andfeald to curious fccrecy. 

Thefc often bath’d fhe in her fluxiue eie». 

And often kift, and often gaue to teare. 

Cried O falfc blood thou regifter of lies. 

What vnapproued witnes dooft thou bcare! 

Inkc would haue fcem'd more blacke and damned heart’ 
This faid in top of rage the lines fhe renti. 

Big difcomentjfo breaking their contents. 



Arcuercndmai) that graft’d his eaeteU nf> 



— 
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Sometime a bTufterer that the ruffle knew 
Of Court ofCittic, and had let goby 
The fwifteft houres obferued as they flew. 
Towards this affliflcd fancy faftly drew: 

And priuiledg’d by age defires to know 
In brcefe the grounds and motiues of her wo., 

& ♦ ( r 

So Aides he do wne Vppon his. greylied bat;: 

And comely diftant fits he by her fide. 

When hee againe defircs her, being fatte. 

Her greeuance with his hearing to deuide? 

If that from him there may be ought applied, 
Which may her fuftering extafie aflwage ' 

Tis promifl in the charitie of age 

Father fhe faies, though in mee.you behold 
The iniury of many a blading houre; 

Let it not tell your Judgement I am old. 

Not age,but forrow.ouer me hath power; 

I might as yet hauc bene a (preadirig flower 
Frefh to my felfe, iflhad felfe applyed 
Loue to my felfe, and to no Loue befide. 

But wo is mee, too early Iatttended 
A youthfull fuit it was to gaine my grace; 

O one by natures outwards fo commended. 
That maidenseyes ftucke ouer all his face, 

Loue lackt a dwelling and made him her places. 
And when in his fatre parts fhee didde abide, 
Shee was new lodg’d and newly Deified. 

His browny locks did hang in crooked curies* 
And euery light occafion of the wind 
Vpon his lippes.theirfilkeri parcels hurles, 
Whats fweet to do, to do wil aptly find, 

Each eye that faw him didin'ch'aum the minde: 

• - i 




Compl ain t.. 

For on his vnage was in little drawne. 

What largeneflc thinkes in parradife was fawnc. 

Smal fhew ofman was yet vpon his chinne. 

His phenix downe began but to appeare 
Like vnfhorne veluet,on that termlefle skin 
Whofebare out-brag’d the web it feem’d to were. 

Yet (hewed his vifage by that coft more deare. 

And nice affeflions waucring flood in doubt 
If beft were as it was, or befl without. 

His qualities were beautious as his forme. 

For mai den tongu’d he was and thereof free; 

Yet if men mou’d him, was he fuch a ftormc 
As oft twixt May and Aprill is to (ec. 

When windes breath fwect,vnruly though they bee, . 
His rudenefle fo with his authoriz’d youth, 

Didliuery falfeneflc in a pride of truth, 

Wei could hee ride, and often men would (ay 

That horfe his mectcll from his rider takes 

Proud of fubie£fion,noble by the fwaie, fmakec 

What rounds, what bounds,what courfe what flop he 

And controuerfie hence a quettion takes ? 

Whether the horfe by him became his deed. 

Or he his mannad’g , by’th wcl doing Steed, 

But quickly on this fide the verdict went. 

His reall habitude gaue life and grace 
To appertainings and to ornament, 

Accompliflit in him-fclfe not in his cafe: 

All ayds thcm-felues made fairer by their place. : 

Can for additions, yet their purpof’d trimme 
Peec’d not his grace blit were al grac’d by him. 
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All kindc ofarguments and quefti on dcepi* 

AI replication prompt, and realbn llrong 
For his aduantage ftill did wake and fleep 
To make the weeper laugh,fhe laugher wcenet 
He hadthe dialed and different skil. 

Catching alpaflions in his craft of will. 

That hee diddc in the general bofome rsigne 
Of young, of old, and lexes both inchanted. 

To dwel with him in though ts,or to rcmaine 
In perfonal duty,following where he haunted. 
Content’s bewitcht, ere he defire haue granted, 

And dialogu'd for him what he would fay, 

Askt their own wils and made their wils obey. 

Marw there were that did his pifluregette 
To feme their cies,and in it put their mind, 

Likefoolcs that in th’ imagination fee 
The goodly obiedls which abroad they find 
Oflands and manfions,thcirs in thought aflign’d. 

And labouring in moe pleafurcs to bellow them. 

Then the true gouty .Land-lord which doth owe them. 

So many haue that neuer soucht his hand 
Sweetly fuppof* d them noiftrelfe of his heart? 

My wofull fclfc that did infrccdomc Hand, 

And was my owne fee fimple(notin partj 
What with his art in youth and youth in are 
Threw my affe&ions in his charmed power* 

Referu'd the llalkc and gaue him almy fl ower. 

Yet did I not as feme my equals did 
Demaund ofhirn,nor being defired yeelde4 
Finding my felfe in honour fo forbidde. 

With lafeft diftance I mine honour Iheeldcd, 
Experience for me many bulwarks s builded 




more kcenc. 
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Ofproofsnewbleeding which i 
Of this falfe le well, and his 

But ah who eucr fhun’d by precedent,. 

The dellin’d ill Ihe mull her felfe affay. 

Or forc’d examples gainft her owne content 
To put the by-pall perrils in her way? 

Counfaile may Hop a while what will 
For when We rage,aduife is often 
By blunting vs to make our wits 

Nor giues it fatisfafhen to our blood. 

That wee mud curbe it vppon others proofe. 

To be forbod the fvveets that feemes lo good. 
For feare of harmes that preach in our behoofet 
O appetite from judgement Hand aloofe 
The one a pallate hath that needs will tal 
Though reafon weepe and erv 

Fer further X could fay this mans 
And knew the patterncs of his foule beguiling, 
Heard where his-plants in others Orchards grew* 
Saw how deceits wereguilded in his liniling. 
Knew voweSjWer e euer brokers to defiling, 
Thought Characters andwords meerly but aft. 
And baflards of his.foule adulterat heart. 

And long vpon thefe termes I held my Citty, 

Till thus bee ganbefiegeme iGentle maid 
Haue of my differing youth feme feeling piety* 
And be not of my holy vowes affraid, 

Thats to ye fwome to none was euer faid, ; 
Forfealls ofloue lhauc bene call’d vnto 
Till now did nere inuite nor neuer vow. 

All my offences th3t abr oad 
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Are errors of the blood none of the mind: 

Loue made them not, with a&ure they may be, 
Where neither Party is nor tre w nor kind. 

They fought their fhame that fo their fhame did find, 
And lo much Iefle of fhame in me remaines, 

By how much of me their teproch containes, 
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Among the many that mine eyes haue feene, 

Not one whofe flame my hart fo much as wanned, 
Or my affe&ion put to th, Imalleft teenc, ' 

Or any of my leifures euer Charmed, 

Harme haue I done to them but nere was harmed, 
Kept hearts in liueries, but mine owne was free. 
And raignd commaunding in his monarchy. 
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Looke heare what tributes wounded fancies fent me, 
Of palyd pearles and rubies red as blood: 

Figuring that they their pillions Iikewife lent me 
Of°reefe and blufhes, aptly vnderftood 
In blood Iefle white,and the encrimfou’d mood, V, 

Effefts of terror and deare modefty, 

Encampt in hearts but fighting outwardly. . 
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And Lo behold thefe tallcnts of their heir. 
With twifted mettle amoroully empleacht 
1 receau d from many a leueral faire. 

Their kind acceptance, wepingly befeechr. 
With th’annexions of faire gems inrich t, 
Anddeepe brain’d fonnets that did amplifier 
Each ftones deare Nature, worth and quallity. 
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The Diamond?why twas beautifull and hard. 

Whereto his inuif d properties did tend. 

The deepe greene Emrald in whofe frefli regard, 

Weake fights their fickly radience do amend. 

The heauen hewd Saphir and the OpaU Wend ^ 
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Comhaint, 

With obicdts manyfold ; each feuerall ftone. 

With wit well blazond lmil’d ot made fome mone, 

Lo all thefe trophies ofafife&ionshot. 

Of penfiu’d and fubdew’d defires the tender. 

Nature hath chargd me that 1 hoord them not. 

But yeeld them vp where I my felfe muft renders 
That is to you my origin and endcr •• 

For thefe of force muft your oblations be, 

Since I their Aulter, you enpatrone me. 

Oh then aduance(ofyours>hatphrafeles hand, 

Whole white weighes downe the airy fcale of praife. 

Take all thefe fimilics to your owne command. 

Hollowed with fighes that burning lunges did raife: 

What me your minifter for you obaies 
Workes vnder you, and to your audit comes 
1 Their diftraff parcells.in combined fummes. 

Lo this deuice was fent me from a Nun, 

Or Sifter fan&ified of holieft note, 

Which late her noble fuit in court did fhun, 

Whofe rarefthauings made the blofloms dote, 

Forlhewas (ought by Ipirits ofritcheftcote. 

But kept cold diftance,an<J did thence remoue, 

To Ipend her liuing in eternal! loue. 

But oh my fweet what labour ift to leauc. 

The thing we haue oot.maftring what not ftriues, 

Phying the Place which did no forme receiue, 

Playing patient fports in vneonftraind giues. 

She that her fame lo to her felfe contriucs. 

The fcarres of battaile fcapeth by the flight. 

And makes her abfence vahant,not her might 

Oh pardon me in that my boaft is true, 

X, The 
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The accident which brought me to her eie, 
Vpon the moment did her force fubdewe. 

And now fhc would the caged cloifterihes 
Religious loiie put out religions eye: 

Not to be tempted would {he be enur’d. 

And now to tempt all liberty procure. 

How mightie then youare, Oh heare me tell. 
The broken bofoms that to me belong, 

Haue emptied all their fountaines in my wells 
And mine I powre your Ocean all amongc: 

I ftrong ore them and you ore me being lirong, 
Muft for your viiftorie vs all congcfl, 

As compound loue to phifick your cold breft. 

My parts had powre to charmc a facred Sunne, 
Who difeiplin’d I dieted in grace, 

Belecu’d her cies,when they t aflaile begun. 

All vowes and confecrations giuing place: 

O moftpotentiallloue.vowe, bond,nor fpace 
In thee hath neither fling, knot,nor confine 
For thou art all and all things els are thine. 

When thou imprefleft what are precepts worth 
Offlale examplt?whenthou wilt inflame. 

How coldly thole impediments Hand forth 
Of wealth of filliall feare,lawc, kindred fame, 
Loues armes are peace, gainft iu!c . gainftfe 
And fweetens in the fuffring pangues it beares. 
The Alloes of all forces, fhockcs and feares. 

Now all thefe hearts that doe on mine depend, 
Feeling it break e, with bleeding groanes they p 
And fupplicant their fighes to you extend 
To leaue the battrie that you makegainfl mine. 
Lending fofc audience, to iny fvy cet defigne. 



Complaint. 

And credent foulc.to that flrong bonded oth. 

That fliall preferre and vndertake my troth. 

This faid,his watrie eics he did difmount, 

Whofe fightes till then were leaueld on my face. 
Each cheeke a riuer running from a fount. 

With brynifh currant downe-ward flowed a pace: 
Oh how the channcll to the flrcame gaue grace! 
Who glaz’d with Chriftall gate the glowing Rofes, 
That flame through water which their hew inciofes. 

Oh fathcr,what a hell of witch-craft lies, 

Jn the finall orb of one peiticular teare? 

But with the invndation of the eies: 

What rocky heart to water will not wearc? 

What breft fo cold that is not warmed heare. 

Or cleft effect, cold modefty hot wrath: 

Both fire from hence, and chill extin&ure hath. 

For loe his paflion but an art of crafr, 

Euen there refolu’d my rcafon into tcares. 

There my white ftole of chaftity 1 daft, 

Shooke off my fober gardes, and ciuiil feares, 
Appeare to him as he to me appeares: 

All melting^hough our drops this diffrencebore. 
His poifoifd me, and mine did him reftore. 

In him a plenitude of fub tie matter. 

Applied to Cautills,allftrairg formes rcceiucs. 

Of burning biufhes,or of weeping water. 

Or founding palenefle : and he takes and leaucs. 

In cithers aptnefle as it beft deceiues: 

To blufh at fpecches ranck , to w'ecpe at woes 
Or to turnc white and found at tragick iliowes. 



That not a heart which in his letiell came. 
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